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The inſide of RawBorLy's Cor rA. Several children, ſqualid 
and beggarly, diſcovered in different parts of the room: ſome 
aſleep. Dans RawBoLD ſeated, leaning over the embers of 
the fire. BARBARA ſeated near her, SAMSON fanding in 
the front of the flage. A narrow ſtair-caſe in the back ſcene. 
A taper burning. Ihe whole ſcene exhihits poverty and wretch= 
edneſs. | | 


GLEE. TY 


SAM8ON. 


Fiv E times, by the taper's light, 
The hour-glaſs I have turn'd to night, 
Fir/t Boy, Where's father? | 
Sam/on. He's gone out to roam: 
If he have luck, 
He'll bring a buck, 
Upon his luſty ſhoulders, home. 


The different woices. 


Home! home! 
He comes not — 
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Hark! from the woodland vale below, 
The diſtant clock ſounds, dull, and flow !! 


Bome! bome ! bome! 


Sam. Five o'clock, and father not yet return. 
ed from New Foreſt! An he come not ſhortly, 
the Sun will riſe, and roaſt the veniſon on his 
ſhoulders,—Siſter Barbara !—Well, your rich men 
have no bowels for us lowly ! they little think, 
while they are gorging on the fat haunch of a 
geodly buck, what fatigues we poor honeſt ſouls 
undergo in ſtealing it. Why, lifter Barbara 

Bar. I am here, brother Sampſon. (getting up), 

Sam. Here !—marry, out upon you for an idle 
baggage ! why, you crawl like a ſnail. | 
Bar. I prithee, now, do not chide me, Sam- 
ſon! N 

Sam. Tis my humour. I am father's head 
man in his poaching. The rubs I take from him, 
who is above me, I hand down to you, who ae 
below me. Tis the way of office—where every 
miſerable devil domineers it over the next more 
miſerable devil that's under him. You may 
ſcold ſiſter Margery, an you wiil-—ſhe's your 
vounger by a twelvemonth. 

Bar. Truly, brother, I would not make any 
one unhappy, for the world. I am content to de 
what I can to pleaſe, and to mind the houſe, 

Sam. Truly, a weighty matter! Thou art e'en 
ready to hang thyſelf, for want of ſomething to 
while away time. What haſt thou much more 
to do-than to trim the faggots, nurſe thy mother, 
boil the pot, patch our jackets, kill the poultry, 
cure the hogs, feed the pigs, and comb the chil- 
dren? | 

Bar. Many might think that no ſmall charge, 
Samſon, : 

San. 


Ar LA q 
Sam. A mere nothing.—While father and 1 
(bate us but the mother and children) have the 
credit of purloining every ſingle thing that you 
have the care of, We are up early, and down 


late, in the exerciſe of our induftry. 


Bar. I wiſh father, and you, would give up the 
calling. 

Sam. No—there is one keen argument to pre- 
vent us. 0 

Bar. What's that, brother? 2 

Sam. Hunger. Wouldſt have us be rogues, 
and let our family ſtarve? Give up poaching and 
deer-ſtealing! Oons! doſt think we have no con- 
ſcience ? onder fits mother, poor ſoul—old, 
helpleſs, and crazy. | | 

Bar. Alas! brother, tis heart-aching to look 
upon her, This very time three years ſhe got her 
maim. It was a piteous tempeilt ! 

Sam. Aye—'twas rough weather, 

Bar. I never paſs the old oak, that was ſhiver - 
ed that night, in the ſtorm, but I am ready to 
weep, It remembers me of the time when all our 
poor family went to ruin. | 

Sam. Piſh—no matter: The cottage was blown 
down—the barn fired father undone—Well, land- 
lords are flinty hearted—no help! what then ? 


We live, don't we? (ſulleniy). 


Bar. Troth, brother, very ſadly. Father has 
grown deſperate; all is fallen to decay. We live 
by pilfering on the Foreſt—and our poor mother 
diſtrated, and unable to look to the houſe, The 
rafter, which fell jn the ſtorm, ſtruck ſo heavy upon 
- brain, I fear me will never again be ſett- 
ed, | 

Meth, Children ! Barbara! where's my eldeſt 
daughter ? She is my darling. . 1 


B 2 Zar. 
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Bar. I am here, mother. | 3 

Sam. Peace, fool! you know ſhe's doating 

Moth. Look to the cattle, Barbara ! We muſt 
to market ro-morrow. My huſband's a rich man, 
We thrive! we thrive.! Ha, ha, ha !—oh ! 

Bar. Oh brother! I cannot bear to ſee her 
thus—though, alas! we have long been uſed to 
it. The little ones too—ſcarce cloath'd—hungry 
—a]moſt ſtarving !—Indeed, we are a very wretch- 

ed family. 

Sam. Hark ! Methought I heard a tread.— 
Hiſt ! be wary. We mult not open in haſte, for 
fear of ſurpriſes. | 

FT (A knock at the Cottage door.) 


DUET. 


Samſon. Who knocks at this dead hour ? 
Racwbold (without. | | A friend, 
Samſon, How ſhould we know, 
A friend from foe ? 
A fignal you muſt give. 


| Rawbold (without.) Attend. | 
(Rawbold gives three knocks, which Samſon counts, 
finging at intervals.) : a 
Samſon, — One, two, three! 
*T1s he. 


Give me the word we fixt to night. 
is Roebuck (in a whiſper io Barbara) 
Ranubold (without. ) Rocbuck. 
Samjon. That is right, 
Enter now by candle-light. 
Rawbo!d. Open now by candle light. 


Samſom opens the door, and Rawbold enters. 


Raw. Bar the door, So, ſoftly. 

Sam. What 1uc._ efs, father? 

Rau: Good: my limbs ache for't. 

Moth. O brave huſband ! Weleome from the 
court. 


A LAT. 5 


court, Thou ſhalt be made a knight; and I a 
lady. Ha! ha! 

Raw. Ret, reſt, poor ſoul How you ſtand! 
(% Sampſon ). The chair, you gander | | _ 

Sam (to Barbara) Why how you ad! ! the 
chair, you Sander! 
{ They bring Rawbold a chair: be fits. 

Raw. Here—take my gun—'tis unſerewed. 
The keepers are abioad. I had ſcarce time to get 
it in my pocket. 


( Le pulls the gun from a pocket under bis coat, in 
three pieces, which Samſon ſcrews together, WW 
they are talking,) 

Fie! 'ris ſharp work ! Barbara, you jade, . come 

hither, 

Sam, Barbara, you jade, come hither, 

Raw. Who bid thee chide her, lout! Kiſs thy 
old father, wench. Kiſs me, I ſay,—Sc—why dolt 
tremble? I am rough as a tempeſt, Evil fortune 
has blowa my lowring nature into turbulence: 
but thou art a bloſſom that doſt bend thy head ſo 
ſweetly under my guſts of paſſion, 'tis pity they 
ſhould e'er harm thee. 

Bar. Indeed, father, I am glad to ſee you fafe 
returned, | 

Raw, I believe thee. Take the keys. Go to 
the locker, in the loft, and bring me a glaſs to 
recruit me. ( Barbara gces cui. 

Sam, Well, father, and ſo 

Raw, Peace.—I ha' ſhort a buck, 

Sam, O rare! Of all the ſure aims, on the 
borders of the New Foreſt, here, give me old 
Gilbert Rawbold ; though 1, who am his ſon, ſav 
it, that ſhou!d not ſay it —Where have you ſtow'd 
him, father ? 


Rew, Under the furze, behind the hovel. 
Come 
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Come night again, we will draw him in, boy. I 

have been watch'd. | 

Sam. Woatch'di O, the peſtilence ! our trade 
will be ſpoiled if the Groom Keepers be after us; 

The law will perſecute us, father. 

Raw, Do'ſt know Mortimer ! | 

$am. What, Sir Edward Mortimer ? Aye, fore. 

He is head Keeper of the foreſt. *Tis he who hay 
ſhut himſelf up in melancholy. Sees fo rich, and 
does ſo much good to the poor. 
Raw. He has done me naught but evil, A 
gun cannot be carried on the border, here, but he 
has ſcent on't, at a league's diſtance. He is a thorn 
to me. His ſcouts this night were after me—all 
on the watch. I'll he revenged—1'll—So, the 
brandy.— Euter BARBARA, with the Liquer. 

Raw. (after drinking) 'Tis right, ifaich! 

Sam. That tis ]'ll be ſworn; for I ſmuggled 
it myſelf, We do not live ſo near the coaſt for 
nothing. 
Raw. Sir Edward Mortimer look to it! 
Barb. Sir Edward Mortimer! O, * father, 
what of him? 

Raw. Aye, now thou art all aha! Thou 
woud'ſt hear ſomewhat of that ſmooth- tongued 
fellow, his ſecretary—his clerk, Wilford ; whom 
thou ſo often meet'ſt in the foreſt. I have news 
on't. Look how you walk thither again. What, 
thou wouldſt betray me to him, I warrant con- 
ſpire againſt your father. 

Sam. Aye! conſpire againſt you father and 
your tender loving brother, you viper, you! 

Barb. Beſhrew me, father, I meant no harm: 
and, indeed, indeed, Wilford is as handſome a— 
I mean as good a youth as ever breathed. If! 
thought he meant ill by you, I ſhould hate ys | 

| au. 


% uv 


Raw. When didſt fee him laſt?— Speak i 

Barb. You terrify me ſo, father, I am ſcarce. 
able to ſpeak. Veſternoon, by the copſe : "Twas 
but to read with him the book of ſonnets, he gave 
me. 

Sam. That's the way your ſly, grave : 
work into the hearts of the females. I never knew 
any good come of a girl's reading ſonnets, with a 
learned clerk, under a copſe. 

Raw. Let me hear no more of your meetings. 
Jam content to think you would not plot my un- 
doing. 

Burk, 12—0 father! | 

Raw, But he may plot yours. Mark me—For- 
tune has thruſt me forth to prowl, like the wolf 
but the wolf is anxious for its young. I am an 
outcaſt whom hunger has hardened, I violate the 
uw; but feeling is not dead within me: and, cal- 
lous villain as I] am accounted, I would tear that 
creater villain piecemeal, who would yiolate my 
child, and rob an old man of the little remains of 
comfort wretchednefs has leſt him. 


(A knocking at the door. A voice without. 
Hilltho! ho! Tas 


Raw. How now! 

dam. There! an they be not after us already. 
We have talk'd, too, till tis broad day light. 

ii ford (without), Open, good maſter Raw- 
vol; I would ſpeak to you ſuddenly. | 

Barb. O heaven! 'tis the voice of Wilford 
himſclf. 

Raw, Wilford! I'm glad on't—Now he ſhall. 
Im glad on't. Open the door: Quickly, I fay 
le ſhall ſmart for it. | F 

Sam. 
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Sam. Are you mad, father? Tis we fhall 
ſmart for it. Let in the keeper's head man! The 
hind quarter of a buck has A” theſe fourteen 
days, 1n the pantry. 

Raw. Open, I ſay. 

Sam. O Lord! I defy any ſecretary's noſe not 
to ſmell] ſtolen veniſon the moment tis thruſt 
into our hovel, | 


SAMSON opens the door. Enter WiLFORD. 


Wilf. Save you, good people! You are * 
bert Raw bold, as I take it. 

Raw. I am. Your me ſſage here, pe man 
bodes me no good: but 1 am Gilbert Rawbold— 
and here's my daughter. Do'ſt know her? 

Wilf. Ah, Barbara, good. wench! how fares 
it with you? 

Raw. Look on her PP Wo conſult your 
own conſcience. Tis difficult, haply, for a ſe- 
cretary to find one. You are a villain, 

Wilf. You lie.—Hold, I crave pardon. You 
are her father. She is innocent, and you are un- 
happy: I reſpect virtue and misfortune too much 
to ſhock the one or intuit the other. 

Raw, Sdeath ! why meet my daughier in the 
foreſt ? | 

Milf. Becauſe I love her. 

Raw. And would ruin her. 

if. That's a ſtrange way of ſhewing one's 
love, methinks. I have a ſimple notion, Gilbert, 
that the thought of having taken a baſe advantage 
of a poor girl's affection might go nigh to break a 
man's ſleep, and give him unquiet dreams: now, 
I love my night's reſt, and _ do ey to dit- 


turb it. 
Raw. 


* 


— — 
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Raw. Would'ſt not poifon her mind?dd 
Mi. "Tis not my method, friend, of dosing 
a patient. Look ye, Gilbert; Her mind je a fair 
flower, ſtuck in the rude ſoil, here, of ſurroyr4- 
ing iznorance, and ſmiling in the chill of poverty: 
3 would feign cheer it with the little ſun-ſhine I 
poſſeſs of comfort and information. My parents 
were poor like her's; Should occaſion ſerve, I 
might, haply, were all parties agreed, make her 
my wife. J offer ought elſe would affect her, 
zou, and myſelt ; and I have no talent at making 
three people uneaſy at the ſame time. 
Raw, Your hand, On your own account, we- 
are friends. 5 RY 

Barb, . © dear father! | | 

Raw. Be filent. Now to your errand. *Tis 
from Mortimer. 80 e 

fl come from Sir Edward. 

Raw. I know his malice, He would oppreſs 
me with his power. He would ſtarve me, and my 
family. Search my hovfe.,,. 

iamſ. No, father no. You forget the hind 
quarter in the pantry. (aide) 

Raw. Let him do his worſt : but let him be- 
ware. A tyrant; a villain! | 

Wif. Harkye—he is my maſter. I owe him 
my gratitude ;—every thing :—and had you been 
any but my Barbara's father, and ſpoken fo much 
againſt him, my indignation had work'd into my 
REY and cram'd the words down your ruſty 
nroat. | 

vamſ. I do begin to perceive how this will end. 
6 will knock down the ſecretary, as flat as a 
ck. 

Ha. Why am I ſingled out? Is there no 
uark for the — office to ſhoot its ſhaft 

| at 
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at but me? This morning, as he dog'd me in the 
foreſt - 


Wilf. Huſh, Rawbold. Keep web counſel, 
notice it. 


Raw, Did he not notice it? 

Wilf. No matter—but he has ſent; me thus 
early, Gilbert, with this relicf to your diſtreſſes, 
which he has heard of. Here are twenty marks, 
for you, and your family. 

Raw. From Sir Edward Mortimer? 
Ii. "Tis his way; but he would not have 
it mentioned. He is one of thoſe judges who, in 
A office, will never warp the law to ſave offend- 
but his private charity bids him aſſiſt the 
needy, before their neceſhties drive them to 
crimes which his publick duty muſt puniſh. 

Raw. Did Mortimer do this! did he! hea 
ven bleſs him! Oh, young man, if you knew halt 
the miſery my wife my children Shame 'ont! 
I have ſtood many a tug, but the drops, now, fall 
in ſpite of me. I am not ungrateful; but I can- 
not ſtand it. We will talk of Barbara when ! 
have more man about me. 

Krit up the ar 

Wilt. Farewell. I muſt home to the lodge 
quickly. , Ere this, I warrant, I am looked far. 


Barb. Farewell. 


QUINTETIO: 


. Wilford. 


THE Sun has tipt the hills with red ; 
The lout now flouriſhes his flail ; 
The punchy Parſon waddles Nun his bed, 


Heavy, and heated, with his laſt night's ale. 
+» Adiev! 


Po fr Gwe. am «a 


jeu! 


" Fay. T1 


Adieu! adieu! I muſt he going; 
The dapper village cock is crowing. 
Adieu, my little Barbara! 


Barbara. 


Adieu !---and ſhould you think upon 

The lowly cottage, when you're gone, 

Where two old Oaks, with ivy deckt, 

Their branches o'er the roof project, 

I pray, good fir, juſt recolle& -- 
That there lives little Barbara. 


Samſon. 


And Samſon too, good fir, in ſmoke and ſmother ; 
Barbara's very tender---loving brother. 


| Firſt Boy, to Samſon. 
Brother, look! the Syn, aloof, 
Peeps through the crannies of the roof. 
| Give us food, good brother, pray! 
For we eat nothing yeſterday. 


Children. Give us food, good brother, pray! 
Samſon. Oh, fire and faggot! what a ſqualling ! 
Barbara, Do not chide em. 

Samſon Damn their bawling ! 
Hungry ſtomachs there's no balk'ng : 

I with 1 could ftop their mouths with talking : 
But very good meat is, cent per cent, 
Dearer than very good argument. 


#'}ferd. Adieu, adieu! I muſt be going; 
The dapper village cock is crowing, 
Adien, my little Barbara ! 
Barbara, Oh, think on little Barbara 
Children, Give us food! 


Sampſon. Curſe their ſqualling ! 
Milford and Barbara. Adieu! adieu! 
Sampſon. Damn their bawling ! 
Samſon, Wilford, and Barbara, 
Adieu my little Barbara! D.- 


Oh, think on little Barbara ! | 
You'll think on little Barbara. 5 


C 2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 4% old faſhion'd Hall, in Sir Ep. 
wakrD MorTIMER's Lodge. 


Several Servants croſs the Stage, with Flaggons, 
Tankards, Cold meat, &c. Sc. 


Enter ADAM W1INTRERTON, 


Wint. Softly, varlets, ſoftly! See you crack 
none of the ſtone flaggons. Nay, 'tis plain your 
own breakfafts be toward, by your fkuttling thus, 
—A goodly morning! Why, you giddy-pated 
knave, {to one of the ſervants.) is it ſo you carry a 
diſh of pottery? No heed of our good maſter's 
Sir Edward Mortimer's ware? Fie, Peter Pick- 
bone, me? |. | | 

Serv. I am in haſte, maſter Steward, to break 
my faſt. | | | 

Mint. To break thy faſt !—to break thy neck, 
it ſhould ſeem. Ha! ba! good i'faith!—Go thy 
ways knave! {Exit ſervant.) *Tis thus the 
rogues ever have me. I would feign be angry 
with them, but; ſtraight, a merry jeſt paſjeth acrols 
me, and my cheler is over, To break thy neck 
1: ſhouid ſeem ! ha, ha! 'twas well conceited, by 
St. Thomas !—— My table-book, for the bufine:s 
of the day. Ah, my memory holds not as it did. 
It needs the ſpur. {Looking over his book.) Nine 
and forty ycars have 1 been houfe-ſteward, 91d 
butler Let nie fee. —Six winters ago, come 
C' - ſinas eve, died my old maſter, dir Marma: 
duke. — Ah! he was a h-:vy fois, I leokd to 
drop before bim. He +5 hale and tough :—but, 
thank heaven, I ha' ſcen him out, ny dear old 

| 1 19 maſier !-- 
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maſter Let me fee—my tables; ( Looking Boer 
them and finging. 


When birds do carrol on the buſh, 
wm? a heigh no nonmy ——heigho! 


Enter Cook. | 
Cook. Maſter Steward! Good maſter Winter 


ton ! | 

Mint. Who calls merry old Adam Winterton? 
Ha, Jacob Cook! Well bethought—the dinher. 
Nay, I bear a brain: thinking men witl combine, 
never ſee Jacob Cook but it reminds ine of order- 
ing dinner, We muſt have what ſay my ta- 
hies Pye muſt have, Jacob——Nay, by St. 

Thomas, I perceive 'twas Chriftmas eye ſever years 
died my good old mafter, fir Marmaduke. 

Cook. I pray you defpatch me, good maſter 
ſeward. IJ would beftir in time. 

Vit. Then I woutd counfel thee to riſe earfier, 
jacob; for truth to ſay thou art a llaggard. Ha! 
good 1 'aith Leet me ſee Dinner oh! Haſt 
thou vrepared the fare I order'd yeſter-night? _ 
— Cook, All kill d, and ready: but will not Sit 
Edward Mortime: pail on his diet? "Tis the very 
lan.c bill of fare we ſerv'd yeſterday. 

Haut. Hey—let me fee—l have ſettled the 
din2ers, throughout the week, in my tables. Now, 
by vur lady, | have miſtaken, and read Thurſday 
twice over!—Ha! ha! ha -A peſtilence upon 
me! Well Sir Edward, (heaven blefs him !) muſt _ 
bear with me. He muſt een dine today on what 
ne amed on yeſterday tis too late to be chang- 
ed. Get thee gon», knave, get thee gone! 

Cook. - (Going out Age has ſo overdone this 
old Dix bones, he'll ſhortiy tumble from the ſpit.— 

* Thurſday 
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© Thurſday twice over!” —This comes of being 
able to read. An old buzzard! - (Ex. 

Nint. Theſe fatigues of office ſomewhat wear 
a man. I have had a long leaſe on't. I ha' ſeen 
out Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth, and King 
James. Tis e'en almoſt time that I ſhould retire, 
to begin to enjoy myſelf. Eh! by St. Thomas! 
hither trips the fair miſtreſs Blanch. Of all the 
waiting gentlewomen I ever looked on, during 
the two laſt reigns, none ſtjr'd my fancy like this 
little roſe-bud, * | | 


Enter BLAxcn. 


Blanch. A good day, good Adam Winterton. 
Wint. What wag! what tulip! I never ſee 
thee but lam a ſcore of years the younger. 
Blanch. Nay, then, let us not meet often, or 
you will ſoon be in your ſecond child-hood. 
Mint. What you come from your miſtreſs, the 
Lady Helen, in the foreſt here ; and would ſpeak 
with Sir Edward Mortimer, I warrant? | 
Blanch, I would, Is his melancholy worſhip 
ſtirring yet? _. | 
Vint. Fic, you mad-cap! He is my maſter, 
and your Lady's Friend. | 
Blanch. Yes, truly, it ſeems, her only one, 
poor Lady: he protects her now ſhe is left an 
orphan. Yen 8 | 
Mint. A blefling on his heart! I would it were 
merrier. Well, ſhe is much beholden to Sir Ed- 
ward for his conſolation : and he never affords her 
his advice but his bounty 1s ſure to follow it. 
Blauck. Juſt ſo a crow will nouriſh its.neſtling: 
he croaks firſt, and then gives her food, 


Mint. Ha, ha! good i'faith !—but wicked, 
Thy company will corrupt, and lead me aſtray. 


Should 
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Should they happen to marry, (and I have my 
fancies on't) I'll dance a galliard withthee, in the 
hall, on the round Oak table. Sbud !- when I 
was a youth, I would ha' caper'd with St. Vitus, 
and beat him. 

Blanch, . You are as Rien, to dance, now, as 
they to marry. What has hindered them, if the par- 
ties be agreedꝰ yet I have, now, been with m 
miſtreſs theſe two years; ſince Sir Edward frit 
came hither, and placed her in the cottage, hard 
by his Iod 

Wnt. Tuſn! family reaſons.— Thou know- 
eſt nothing: thou art ſcarce catch d. Iwo years 
back, when we came from Kent, and Sir Edward 
firſt entered on his office, here, of Head Keeper, 
thou wert a Colt, running wild about New Foreſt. 
| hired you myſelf, to attend on madam Helen. 

Blanuckh. Nay I ſhall never forget it. But 
were as frolickſome, then, as I, methinks. oft 
remember the box on the earl gave thee, Adam? 
Mint. Peace, peace, yoo pie! an you prate 
thus I'll ſtop your mouth. I will, by St. Thomas! 

Blanch. An.I be inclined to the contrary, I 
do not think you are able to ſtop it. 

IViat. Out, you baggage! thou haſt more 
tricks than a kitten. Well, go thy ways. Sir 
Edward is at his ſtudy, and there thou wilt find 
him. Ab, miſtreſs Blanch! had you but ſeen me 
in the early part of Queen Elizabeth's reign ! 

Blanch, How. old art thou now, Adam? 

Wirt. Four ſcore, come Martlemas: and, by 
our Lady, I can run with a lapwing. 

Black. Canſt thou ?—Well ſaid ths art 
a merry old man, and ſhalt have a kiſs of me, on 
one condition. 

Vit, Shall I! odſbud, name it, and tis mine. 

Blanth, 
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''Blanth. Then, catch me. (Runs off) 

Wy Peſtilence 'ont! there was à time wh 
/ legs had ſerv'd but, to ſpeak truth, I never 
thruſt them, now, into my fearlet hoſe that they 
do not remember me of two ſticks of red feat 
wax. I was a clean limb'd ſtripling, when I firk 
ſtood behind dir Marmaduke's arm chair, in the 


d Cak eating: room. | | 
3... SONG, Adam Winterton. 


SIR Marmadyke was a hearty Knight; 3˙ 
Good man! Old man ! : 
He's painted ſtanding bolt upright, 
With his hoſe roll'd over his knee; 
h His Perriwig's as white as chalk; | 2 
g ' AE on his pe he holds a Hawk; | | 
” And he looks like the head " 
Ot an ancient family. 2101.7 


. a | * 
His dining room was long and wide; 1 
_ Good man! Old man! I 
"His Spaniels lay by the fire-ſide!— 
And in other parts, oF ſee, 
_ Crofs-bows;” tobacco-pjpes, old hats, 
A ſaddle, his wife, and a litter of cats; 
And he look'd like the head _ £499 
Of an ancient family. 19 TS 
III. 
He never turn'd the poor from his gate x 
Good man! Old man! 
But always ready te break the pate 
Of his Country's enemy. 
What Knight could do a better thing, 
Than ſerve the poor, and fight for his King. 
And ſo may every head . ; 
nde an ancient familj. | 


Enter Wil bonn 7 


if Every new act of Sir Edward's charity 


Frs me a thinking; and the more I think the 12 
am 
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| am puzzled, 'Tis ſtrange that a man ſhould: 
be ſo ill at eaſe, who is continually doing good. 
At times, the wild glare of his eye is frightful; 
and, laſt night, when I was writing for him, in che 

library, I could not help faneying I was ſhut up 
with the devil. 1 would ſtake my life there's a 
ſecret; and I could almoſt give my life to un- 
ravel it, I muſt to him, for my mornings lea; 
ployment. * { Croffing the\flage.) 

Wint, Ah! boy! Wilford! ſecretary! whither 
away, lad 7 

if. Mr. Winterton Aye, marry, this 4 
old man has the clue, could I but coax him to 
give it to me. A good morning to you, Sir 

int. Vea, and the like to thee, boy. Come, 
thou ſhalt have a cup of Canary, from my corner 
cup- board, yonder. h 

if, Not a drop. 

int. Troth, I bear - thee a good will for thy 
honeſt, old, dead father's ſake. 

Wilf. 1 do thankfully perceive it, Sir. Your 
placing me in Sir Edward's family, ſome nine 
months ago, when my poor father died, and left 
me friendleſs, will never out of m memory. 

Mint. Tut, boy, no merit of mine in aſſiſting 
the friendleſs. Tis our duty child. I could never 
abide to ſee honeſt induſtry chop fallen. I love to 
have folks merry about me, to my heart. 

IVilf. TI would you could inftill ſome mirth 
into our good maſter Sir Edward, You are an old. 
domeſtick—the only one he brought with him, 
two years back, from Kent, —and might venture 
to give his ſpirits a jog. He feems devour'd with 
ſpleen, and wird x | 

int. You are a prying boy.—Go to. ot abe 
told thee, a Ing of times, I would not have thee 

D curious 
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curious about our worthy maſter's humour, By 
my troth, I am angry with thee. What a boy like 
you ?——a—— Thou haſt put me in choler. Con- 
tinue this, and I'll undo thee Il un ſbud! 
I' unprotett thee.— Ha, good i'faith! Nay, 
marry, my rage holds not long —flaſh and out 
again. Unprotect thee!—ha! 'twas exccading 
good, by Saint Thomas! | 
Mil. wn ceaſe” to pry, fir, would you 
but once, (as I think you have more than once 
ſeem'd inclined) gratify my muchk-raiſed curioſity, 

Wint. Well ſaid, ifaith! I do not doubt thee. 
I warrant thou wouldſt ceaſe to Inquire, when! 
had told thee all thou wouldſt know.— What, 
green-horn, didſt think to trap the old man! 
Go thy ways, boy ! I have a head. Old Adam 
Winterton can 4 t a ſubtle ſpeech to the bottom. 

if. Ah, good fir, you need not tell me that. 
Young as J am, I can admire that EX penile, 
in another, which I want myſelf, 

Mint. There is ſomething marvellous engve- 
ing in this young man! You have a world of 

romiſe, boy. Sixty years ago, in Queen Elias. 

beth” s time, I was juſt ſuch another; I remem- 
ber Marian Potpan, the farmer's. daughter, of 
Stocks Green, was then enamour'd of me. Well, 
beware how you offend Sir Edward. |, 

Wilf. I would not, willingly,. for the” world. 
He has been the kindeſt maſter to me. He has 
inforavd myimind, relieved my diſtreſſes, cloath'd 
me, ſhelter'd me:—but, whilſt my fortunes ripen 
in the warmth of his goodneſs, the frozen gloom 
ot his countenance chills me. 

Wint. Well, well, take heed how you prate 
ont. Out on theſe babbling boys! There 1 n0 


keeping a iecxet with pant in a family. 
wilt 
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Milt. (very eagerly.) What then there ha 
ſecret ! — Tis as I gueſſed after all. | 
Mint. Why, how now, hot head? Mercy 


on me! an this tinder-box boy do not make me 


ſhake with apprehenſion. Is it thus you take my 
frequent conncil? | 8 it 
IVilf. Dear fir, 'tis your council which moſt I 
covet. Give me but that; admit me to your 
confidence; ſteer me with your advice, which I 
ever held excellent, and, with ſuch a pilot, I may 


ail proſperouſly through a current which, other- 


wiſe, might wreck me. 
Mint. Tis melting to ſee how unfledged youth 
will ſhelter itſelf, like a chicken, under the win 


of ſuch a tough old cock as myſelf ! Well, well, 
think on't, boy. . 


J/ilf. The old anſwer.— Vet, he ſoftens apace: 
could I but clench him now—Faith, fir, tis a raw 
morning; and I care not if I taſte the canary your 
kindneſs offer'd. 

Mint. Aha! Jad! ſay'ſt thou ſo? Juſt my 
modeſt humour when I was young. I ever refu- 
ſed my glafs at firſt, but I came to it ere I had 
quitted my company. Here's the key of the cor- 
ner cup-board, yonder. See you do not crack 
the bottle, you heedleſs gooſe, you! | 

(Wilford takes out the bottle and glaſſes.) 

Ha! fill it up. Od! it ſparkles curiouſly. 
Here's to I prithee, tell me now, Wil- 
ford; didſt ever in thy life ſee a waiting-gentle- 
woman with a more inviting eye than the little 
Mrs. Blanch? | 

Milf. Here's Mrs. Blanch—(drinks.) 

Mint. Ah, wag! well, go thy ways! Well, 
when I was of thy age odi{bud ! no mat- 

" 2 ter 
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ter; 'tis paft, now; but here” s the little Mrs, 
Blanch. (drinks.) 

ni. *Fis thought, here, Str Edward means to 
marry her lady, Madam Helen. 

int. "Nay, I know not. She has long been 
enamour'd of him, poor lady! when he was the 

gay, the gallant fir Edward, in Kent. Ah, * 

| two years make a wond'rous change ! 

| Wilf. Yes, tis a good tough love, now a 
days, that will hold out a couple of twelve- 
months. 

Mint. Away, I mean not ſo, you giddy pate 
He is all honour; and as ſteady in his courſe a; 
the ſun: yet I wonder, lomeriines, he can bear to 
look upon her. 

IViif. Eh? why ſo? Did not he bring her, 
under his protection, to the Foreſt; ſince, s 
fad, ſhe loſt her relations? 

i int. Huſh, boy! on your life do not name 
her uncle would ſay her 1elations. * 

ill. Her uncle! wherefore? Where's the 
harm in having an uncle, dead or alive ? | 

WV int. Peace, peace! In that uncle lyes the 
lecrer. 

i ilf. Indeed! how good Adam Wintertond 
] prithee, how? | | 

Hit. Ah! 'twas a heavy day! Poor fir Ed- 
ward is now a broken ſpirit—bur if ever a 
fairit walk'd the earth, in trun k hoſe, he is one. 

if. Let us drink Sir Edward's health. 

- Wint. That I would, tho” 'twere a mile to the 
botrom—( drinks ). Ha, 'tis cheering, i'faith 
Woll, in treth, I have regard for thee, boy, for 

father” s ſake. 


(la, Oh, good fir! and this uncle, "oy ſay— 
Win. 


. 
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Hint. Of Madam Helen—ah !- there lyes the | 
miſchief. 

Wilf. What miſchief can be in him? why, hi 
is dead. | . 

Wint, Come nearer—ſee you prate not now, 
on your life. Our good maſter, Sir Edward, was 
arraign'd on his account, in open court. 

Milf. Arraign'd ! how mean you? 

Mint. Alas, boy! tried, —Tried for — 
nearer yet his murder. 

Wiff, Mu-mur Murder! (drops the glaßt.) 

Wint. Why, what! why, Wilford! out, alas! 
the boy's paſſion will betray all! what, Wilford, 
I fay! 

Hilf. You have curdled my blood! 

IVint, What, varlet, thou dareſt not think in 
of our worthy maſter ? 

igt. II am his ſecretary, Often alone with 
him at dead midnight, in his library. The can- 
lles in the ſockets—aod a man glaring upon me 
who has commicted mur—ugh ! 

Wint, Committed! Thou art a baſe, lyin 


knave, to ſay it: and while I wear a rapier, I' 


tuſn! Heaven help me! I forget I am 
fourſcore, Well, well hear me, pettiſh boy, 
hear me. Why, look now, thou doſt not attend. 

Wilf. II mark; I mark. 

Wint, I tell thee, then, our good Sir Edward 
was beloved in Kent; where he had returned a 
ye:r before, from his travels. Madam Helen's - 
uncle was hated by all the neighbourhood, rich 
and poor. A mere brute, doſt mark me. 

eilt. Like enough : but when brutes walk 
vpon two legs, the law of the land, thank Heaven | 
will not {uiffer us ts butcher them. 

Wint. 
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Mint. Go to, you fire-brand ! Our good mad. 
ter labeur'd all he could, for many month, to 
ſooth his turbulence ; but in vain. He pick'd a 
| quarrel with Sir Edward, in the publick county 
aſſembly; nay, the ſtrong ruffian ſtruck him 
down, and trampled on him. Think on that, 
Wilford ! on our good raſter Sir Edward, whole 
great foul was nigh to burlt with the indignity. 

Wilf. Well, but the end on't ? 

Mint. Why, our young maſter took horſe, 
for his own hœuſe, determined, as it appear'd, to 
fend a challenge tv this white-liver'd giant, in the 
morning. 

Wilf. I fee. He kill'd him in a duel. That's 
another kind of butcherv, which the law allows 
not; true humanity ſhudders at; and falſe honour 
juſtifies, 

Wint. See, now, how you ay off! Sir Fd- 
ward's revenge, boy, was baffled. For his anta- 
goniſt was found dead in the ſtreet, that night; 
killed, by fomie unknown affaſlins, on his return 
from the aſſembly. 

Wilf. Indeed | unknown aſſaſſins! 

Wint. Nay, tis plain, our good Sir Edward 
had no hand in the wicked act: for he was tried, 
as I told you, at the next afſize, Mercy on me! 

*rwas a crouded court; and how gentle and ſimple 
thiew up their ca, s, at his acquittal! Heaven 
de thank'd ! he was cleared, beyond a ſhadow of 
doubt. 

H iif. He was; | breathe again, Tw'as 2 
happy thing. *T was the only way left of cleanſing 
him from a foul ſulpicion, 

NJ int. Out alas! lad, 'tis his principal grief. 
He is full of nice feeling, and high-flown 
an 
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and the thought of being tried, for ſuch a crime, 
has given him his heart's wound. Poor gentleman! 
he has ſhun'd the world ever ſince. He was once 
the life of all company but now!” 

vir Ed. (without) Winterton ! 

Wint, Hark | ſome one calls, Out on thee! 
thou has ſunk my ſpirits into my heels, Who 
calls merry old Adam Winterton? 

vir Edward (without) Adam Nene come 
hicher to me. 

N int. Nay, by our lady, 'tis Sir Edward him- 
ſe)f !—Peſtilence ont! if I ſeem ſad now, will be. 
noted. I come, good Sir Edward. 1 | 

When birds (not a word on thy life )— 

do carroll on the buſh,” _ 
« With a hey no nonny Mercy on ox 
( Exit. 

Wilf. My throat $ WA d, and my blood 
freezes! A quart of brandy couldy' t moiſten the 
one, nor thaw the other. This accounts, then, for 
ail. Poor, unhappy gentleman ! This unravels all, 
from the firſt day of my ſervice—when a deep 
groan made me run into the library, and I found 
kim) locking up his papers, in the iron chelt, as pale 

as aſhes.— Eh: What can be in that cheſt !— — 
Perhaps ſome proof of—no I ſhudder at the ſug- 
geſtion. — Lis not poſſible one ſo good can be 
puilty of I know not what to think—nor what 
to relolve, But curiolity is rouſed, and, come 
what may, I'll Have. an eye upon him ( Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. Prey” Library 


Sir Edward Mortimer diſcover'd at a Wrking Ta: 
ble. Adam Winterton attending : | 


Mert. Tis his firſt treſpaſs, ſo we'll quit him, 
Adam:. — 
But caution him how he offend again. | 
As Keeper of the Foreſt, I ſhould fine him. 
Mint. Nay that, your worſhip ſhould. _ Hell 
prove ere long, | 
Mark but my words—a ſtui dy poacher, Fel, 
*T'is you know beft, 1 
Mort. Well, well, no matter, Adam j— — 
' He has a wife, nd child. 
Nint. Ah! bleſs your honour! 
Mort. They kill'd 1 dog? 
˖ int. Aye, marry, fir :—a lurcher. 
Black Martin Wincot the Groom Keeper | ſhot him; 
A perilous good aim,—I warrant me, 
The rogue has lived this year 4 are that lurcher. 
Mart, Poor wretch !—Oh! well bethought; 
Send Walter to me | 
I would employ him; he muſt ride for me, 
On buſineſs of much import. 
M int. Lackaday ! 
That it ſhould chance fo ! I have ſent him forth, 
To Wircheſter, to buy me flannel! hoſe; - _ 
For winter's coming on, Good lack chat things 
Should fall ſo croſly !. 
Mort. Nay, nay, do not fret 
*Tis better that my buſineſs cool, good Adam, 
J han thy old limbs. 
Hint. Ah! you've a kindly heart! 
Mort, Is Wilford waiting ? 


. 
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Wint. Wilford! mercy on me! 

I tremble now to hear his name, He is— 

Here in the hall, fir. . 
Mort. Send him in, I prithee. Tal 
Mint. I ſhall, fir. Heaven bleſs you! Heaven 


bleſs you! Exit. 
Mort. Good morning, good old heart! This 
honeſt ſoul 


Would feign look cheery in my houſe's gloom ; ; 
And, like a gay and ſturdy ever-green, 
Smiles, in the midſt of blaſt, and deſolation, 
Where all around him withers — Well, well 
wither! l 
Periſh this frail and fickle frame this clay, 
That, in it's droſs- like compound, duth contain 
The mind's pure ore, and eſſence. Oh!] that mind! 
That mind of man ! that god- like ſpring of action! 
That ſource, — Learning, Virtue, Honour, 
flow! 
Which lifts us to the ſtars; which carries us 
O'er the ſwol'n waters of the angry deep, 
As ſwallows ſkim the air.— That Fame's ſole foun- 
tain ! 
T hat doth tranſmit a fair, and ſpotleſs name, 
When the vile trunk it rotten :—Give me that! 
Oh! give me but to live, in after-age, 
Remember'd and unſullied Heaven and earth 
Let my pure flame of Honour ſhine in ſtory, 
When Jam cold in death—and the flow fire, 
That wears my vitals now, will no more move me 
Than *cwould a corpſe within a monument. 
(A knock at the door of the library.) 
How now ! Who's there ? Come in. 
| Enter W1L#ORD, 
Wilford ! is't you? You were not wont to knock, 
Milf. I fear'd I might ſurpriſe you, fir. 
| > | Mort. 
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Mort. Surpriſe me 

Witf. I mean—difturb you, fir :—yes—at your 
ſtudies— . | 
Diſturb you at your ſtudies. 

Mort. Very ſtrange 
You were not uſed to be ſo cautious, 

Wilf. No— 

I never uſed—but I—hum—T have learnt —— 
Mort. Learnt ! | 
il. Better manners, fir. - I was quite ray, 

When, in your bounty, you firſt ſhelter'd me: 
But, thanks to your great.goodneſs, and the lefſons 
Of Mr. Winterton, I ſtill improve, 

And pick up ſomething daily, 
Mort. Ave, indeed ! | 
Winterton !-—No he dare not—Hark you, fir ! 


" (fepping up to hin) 
Milf. Sir! | 
Mort, (retreating from bim). What am I about! 


— Oh, Honour! Honour! | 
Thy pile ſhould be fo uniform, diſplace 
One atom of thee, and the ſlighteſt breath 
Of a rude peaſant rnakes thy owner tremble 
For his whole building. Reach me, from the ſhelf 
The volume I was buſied in, laſt night. 
Milf. Laſt night, fir? 
Mort. Aye it treats of Alexander. 
Milf. Oh, I remember, fir—of Macedon, 
I made ſore extracts, by your order. {goes to the 
Book- Caſe.) | 
Mort, Books | 
(My only commerce, now, )will ſometimes rouſe ms 
Beyond my nature, I have been ſo warm'd, 
So heated by a well-turn'd rhapſody, 
That I have ſeem'd the Hero of the tale, 
So glowingly deſcribed, Draw me a man 
| Struggling 


. 
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Struggling for Fame, attaining, keeping it, 
Dead ages, fince, and the Hiſtorian h 
Decking his memory, in poliſh'd phraſe, 
And I can follow him through every turn, 0 
Grow wild in his exploits, myſelf himſelf, 4 
Until the thick puliation of my heart 
Wakes me, to ponder on the thing I am. 
Milf. (giving him the boot) 
To my poor thinking, Sir, this 3 
Would ſcarcely rouſe a man to follow him. | 
Mort. Indeed! why fo lad? He is reckon'd* 
brave, | | 
Wiſe, generous, learn'd, by older heads than 
thine. 
Wilf. I cannot tell, Gr Il have but a gican- 
ing.— 
He conquer'd 9 the world ;—but left uncon- 
uer'd 
A world of his own paffions—and they led him, 
(It ſeems ſo there) on petty provocation, | 
Even to murder. (Mortimer flarts—Wilford end | 
he exchange looks—both confu yes) * 
have touch'd the ſtring— A 
'Twas unawares—1 cannot help it. {(afide) 
Mort. (attempting to recover himſelf.) Wilford 
—— Wilford I you miſtake the character: 
I, mark you—he—death and eternal tortures 
(daſies the book on the floor,' and ſeizes Wilford) 
Slave! L will cruſh thee! pulveriſe thy frame 
That no vile particle cf prying nature 
May——Ha, ha ha !—1 will not harm thee, 
boy— 
O, agony! ( Exit. 
i, Is this the high-flown honour, and de- 
licate feeling, old Winterton talk'd of, that can- 
not bear a glance at the trial ?—Delicate! had I 
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been born under a' throttling planet, I had never 
ſurvived this collaring. This may be guilt. If 
ſo well, what have I to do with the knowle 
ont!—what could I do? cut off my benefaQtor! 
who gives me bread! who is reſpected for his vir- 
tues, pitied for his (misfortunes, loved by his fa. 
mily, bleſſ'd by the poor !—Pook ! he is innocent, 
This is hie pride and ſhame. He was acquitted— 
Thouſands witne(s'd it—thouſands rejoiced at it 
—thouſands—eh? the key left in the iron cheſt! 
Circumſtance and myſtery tempt me at every 
tun. Ought Ino matter. Theſe are no com- 
mon incitements, and I ſubmit to the impulſe, I 
heard him ſtride down the ſtairs. It opens with a 
ſpring I ſee, I tremble in every jaint (goes 10 the 
cheſt. — l 
Enter Sit EDwarD MoRTIMER - 
Mert. I had forgot the key and——-ha ! by 
hell ! 4:42 -0! ar 
(Sees Wilford ; fuatches à piſtol from the table, runs 
up to bim, and helds it to his head. Wilford on 
bis knees, claps down the lid of the trunk which be 
bas juſt open d. After an apparent ſtruggle of 
mind, Mortimer throws the pijtel from bim.) 
Mort. Begone Come back, Come hi- 
ther to me. | Þ-2 
Mark me- I ſce thou doſt at every turn 
And I have noted thee too. Thou haſt found 
(] know not how) ſome clue to my diſgrace— 
Ave, my dilgrace—we muſt not mince it nov 
Publick diſhonour !—trod on |—bufftcred ! 
Then tried as the foul demon who had foild 
My manly means of vengeance, Anguiſh gnaws 
nie: ; 
Mountains of ſhame are piled upon me Hm - 
10 
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Who have made Fame my idol. "Twas enough! 

But ſomething muſt be ſuper- added: You,— 

A worm, a viper I have warm'd, muſt plant, 

In venom 'd ſport, your ſting into my wounds, 

Too tender e' en for tenderneſs to touch, 

And work me into madneſs, ' Thou R 
queſtion 

My very ſlave my very innocence ; - 

Ne'er doubted yet by judges nor arraigners. 

Wretch! you have wrung this from me, Be 
content, 

am ſunk low enough. 58 | 

Vilf. (returning the key) Oh, fir! I ever 

Honour'd and loved you. But I merit all. 

My paſſions hurried me I know not whither. 

Do with me as you pleaſe, my kind, * d 
maſter! 

Diſcard me—thruſt me forth—nay, kill me 

Mort. Kill you! 

IVi/f. I know not what I ſay.— I know bur this, 
T hat 1 would die to ſerve you. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, your brother. 
Is juſt ali;,hted at the gate. 

Mort. My brother! | 
He could not time it worſe, Wilford, remember ! 
Come ſhew me to him, (Exit with ſervant. 

if. Remember! I ſhall never while I live 
forget it: nay, 1 ſhall never, while I live, forgive 
mviclts My knees knock together ſtill; and the 
cold drop: ſtand on my forehead, like rain-water 
on a pent-houſe, 


Enter BARBARA, 


Barbara. Wilford ! 
Wilf. 
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Wilf. Eh? Barbara! How cameſt thou bere? 

Barb. With my father, who waits below, to ſee 
Sir Edward. | x | 

Wilf. He He is bufied ; he can: ot ſee 
him now. He is with his brother. 

Barb. Troth, I am ſorry for it. My poor fa- 
ther's heart is burſting with gratitude, and he 
would fain eaſe it, by pouring out his thanks to his 
benefactor. Oh, Wilford, your's is a happy lot 
to have ſuch a maſter as Sir Edward! | 

Wilf. Happy? Oh! yes—I—l am very happy, 

Barb. Mercy ! has any ill befallen you ? 

Wilf. No; nothing. Tis all my happineſs. 
My happineſs is like your father's gratitude, Bar- 
bara; and, at times, it goes near to choak me. 

Barb; Nay, Im ſure there's more in this. Bleſs 
me, you look pale! I cou'dn*t bear to fee you 
ill, or uneaſy, Wilford. 

Filf. Cou'dn't you, Barbara? Well, well, 
ſhall be better preſently. Tis nothing of import. 

Barb. Truſt me, I hope not. 

WWilf. Well, queſtion me no more on't now, 
] beſeech you, Barbara. 

Barb. Believe me, I would not queſtion you 
but to conſole you, Wilford. I would ſcorn to 
pry into any one's grief; much more your's, Wil 
ford, to ſatisfy a buſy curioſity. Though, I am 
told, there are ſuch in the world who would. 

Wilf. 1 I am afraid there are, Barbara. 
But come, no more of this. is a paſſing cloud 
on my ſpirits, and will ſoon blow over, 

Barb. Ah! could I govern your fortunes, foul 
weather ſhould ne'er harm you. 

Wilf. Should not it, ſweet! Kiſs me. (iſe 
ker.) The lips of a woman are a ſovereign cor- 
dial for melancholy, 
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Sweet little Barbara, when you are advancing, 
Sweet little Barbara, my cares you remove; 
Poor little Barbara can feel her heart dancing, 
When little Barbara is met by her love. 
When I am grieved, love! oh, what would you ſay? 
Tattle to you, love, 
And prattle to you, love, 
And laugh your grief and care away. 
Sweet little Barbara, &c. 
Poor little Barbara, &c. 


Yet, deareſt Barbara, look all through the nation, 
Care, ſoon or late, my love, is ev'ry man's lot. 
Sorrew and melancholy, grief and vexation, 
When we are young and jolly, ſoon is forgot. 
When we grow old, love! thenwhat will you ſay? 
Tattle te you, love, 
And prattle to you, love, 
And laugh your grief and care away. 
Sweet little Barbara, &c. 
Poor little Barbara, gc, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


ACT 


ACT . 


SCENE I.— Ie New Foreſt. 
Enter ARMSTRONG and Ors0x. 


Arm. Go to-! tell thee Orſon, (as I have toll 
thee more than once) thou ert too ſanguinary. 

Or/. And, I tell you, Captain Armitrong—but 
always under favour, you being our leader—you 
are too humane, 

Arm. Humapity is ſcarcely counted a fault: if 
ſo, *tis a fault on the right fide. 

Or/. Umph ! perhaps not with us. We are 


robbers. 

Aim. And why  ſhou!d robbers lack human» 
ity? They who plunder 1110{t reſpect it as a virtue, 
and make a ſhew ont, to guild their vices, Las. 
yers, Phyſicians, Placemen, all all plunder 
and ſlay, but all pretend to humanity. 

O,. They are Regulars, and plunder by licence. 

Arm. Then let us Quacks ſet the Regulars a 
better example. 

Or/. bis humanity, Captain, is a high horſe 
you ac ever beitiile upon. Some day, mark 


my word, he'll fling you, 
| Arm, 


/ 
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Arm. Cruelty is a more dangerous beaſt:— 
When the rider's thrown; his brains are kick'd 
out, and no one pities him. | 

Or/. Like enough but your tough horſe- 
man, who ventures boldly, is never diſmounted, 
When I am engaged in a deſperate chace, (as we 
are, Captain,) I ftick at nothing. I hate milk 
ſops. 

* And love mutiny. Take heed, Orſon; 
have before caution'd you not to glance at me. 

Or/. I ſay nothing: but if ſome eſcape to in- 
form againſt us, whom we have rob'd, 'tis none 
of my fault. Dead men tell no tales. 

Arm. Wretch! Speak that again, and you 
ſhall tell none. (holds a carbine to his head.) 

Of. Flaſh away !—I don't fear death. 

Arm. More ſhame for thee; for thou art unfit 
to meet it. 

Or/. I know my trade. I ſet powder, ball, 
and rope, at defiance. 

Arm. Brute! You miſtake headſtrong inſen- 
ſibility for courage. Do not miſtake my horror of 
it for cowardice: for I, who ſhudder at cruelty, 
will fell your boldneſs to the earth, when I ſee you 
practice it. Submit. 

/ do. I know not what 'tis, but I have 
told you, often, there is ſomething about you 
awes me. I cannot tell——l could kill twenty to 
your one. | 

Arm. There tis. Thou wouldſt dart upon 
weak unguarded man, like a tyger. A fœocious 
animal, whether crawling or erect, ever ſhrinks 
from fair oppoſition. 


O. My courage was never vet doubted, Cap- 
tain, | 


F Arm. 
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Arm. Your nerves, fool. Thou art a mere 
machine. Could I but give it motion, I would 
take an oak from the foreſt, here, clap a flint into 
it for heart, and make as bold a fellow as thou art, 


Liſten to my orders. 

Or/. I obey. 

Arm. Get thee to our den. Put on thy dif- 
guiſe then hie thee to the market town for pro- 
viſion, for out company. Here Here 1s part 
of the ſpoil we took yeſter-night : ſee you bring 
an honeſt account of what you lay out. (giving 
money ) 

Or/. My honour 

Arm, Well, I do not doubt thee, here. Our 
profeſſion is fingular; it's followers do not cheat 
one another, You will not be back tiil duſk. See 
you fall not on any poor ſtraggling peaſant, as You 
return. 

Ot. I would feign encounter the ſolitary man, 
who is ſometimes wandering by night about the 
foreſt, He is rich. 

Arm. Not for your life. 'Tis Sir Fdward, 
Mortimer, the head Keeper. Touch him not; 
tis too near home. Beſides, he is no odject for 
plunder. I have watch'd him, at midnight, ſted 
ing from his lodge, to wander like one crazed. 
He 1s good, too, to the poor; and ſhould walk 
unmoletted by Charity's charter. Twere pity that 
he who adminiſters to neceſſity, all day, ſhould be 
rified by neceſſity at night. An thou ſhould 
meet him, I charge tive ſpare him. 

O. I muſt, if it be your order. This ſparing 
doArine will go. nigh, at laſt, to ſtarve all the 
thieves, When a man takes to the trade of a woll, 


be ſhould not go like a lamb to his buſineſs. * 
2 


OF * * 


* 
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Arm. This fellow is dowaright villain: Har- 
den'd and relentleſs. I have felt, in my penury, 
the world trample on me. It has driven me to 
take that, deſperately, which wanting 'I ſhould 
ſtarve. Death ! my ſpirit cannot brook to ſee a 
ſleek knave walk negligently by his fellow in mi- 
ſery, and ſuffer him to rot. I will wrench that 
comfort from him which he will not beſtow. But 
nature puts a bar:—Let him adminiſter to my 
wants, and pals on: I have done with him, 


SONG. 


Armſtrong. 


When the Robber his victim has noted, 
When the Free-booter darts on his prey, 
Let, Humanity ſpare the devoted; 
Let Mercy forbid him to ſlay. 
Since my hope 1s by penury blighted, 
My ſword muſt the traveller daunt ; 
I will ſnatch from the rich man, bemighted, 
The gold he denies to my want. 


But the victim when, once, I have noted, 
At my foot when look on my prey, 
Let Humanity ſpare the devoted ; 
Let Mercy forbid me to ſlay. 


SCENE II. The Hall in Sir EDpwaRD MorTi- 
MER'S Lodge. 


Enter FITZHARDSNG. 


Fitz, Well, buſineſs muſt be minded: but he 
ſtays 


A tedious time, methinks. You fellow ! 


(To a Servant crofſmg the ball. 
derv, Sir! 


F 2 | Fils. 
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Fitz Where is'Sir Triſtful? Where's Don Me.. 
lancholy ? | 
Serv. Who, fir ? 
Fitz. My brother, knave, Sir Edward Mate 
timer. 
Serv. He was with you, but now, Sir. 
Fitz. Sir, I thank you ;— 
That's information. Louts, and ſerving-men, 
Can never parley ſtraight. I met a fellow, - 
Here, on my way acroſs the heath, — a Hind— 
And aſk'd how far to Lymington : I lock'd 
The anſwer would have bolted from his chops, 
Bounce, like a pellet from a popgun.— No :— 
He ſtared, and ſcratch'd his empty head, and cried, 
« Where do you come from Wo brought 
in my luggage ? 
Serv It was not I, fir. 
Fitz. There They never can! 
Go to your maſter; pray him to deſpatch 
His houſhould work :—tell him I hate fat Folios, 
Plague! when I croſs the country, here, to ſee 
him, 
He leaves me, ram'd into an elbow chair, 
With a huge, heavy book, that makes me nod, 
Then tumbles on my toes, Tell him, do'ſt hear, 
Captain Fitharding's company has tired me. 
Serv, Who's company ? 
Fitz. My own, knave. 
Serv. Sir, I ſhall. | ( Extt, 
Fitz.. A book to me's a ſovereign Narcotick; 
A luinp of opium; every line a doſe. 
Edward 1s all deep reading, and black letter ; 
He ſhews it in his very chin. He ſpeaks 
Mere Iictionary; and he pores on pages 
That give plain on the head-ache, “ Scarce, 
and curious,” | 
| Arc 
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Are baits his learning nibbles at. His brain 

s cram'd with mouldy volumes, cramp, and uſe- 
leſs, 

Like a librarian's lumber-room. —Poor fellow! 

Grief will do much!—well! ſome it drives to 
r-ading, 

and ſome to driaking:—'cwill do much !—this 
trial 

fool to fret fo for't! his honour's 105 

whey I'm a ſoldier— know what honour is. 

Had been flander'd, and a fair Court martial 

Cleanſed me from calumny, as white as ſaow, 

| had nc'er moped, and fumed, and winced, and 
kick'd, 

But ſat down heart-whole, Plague vpon't! this 
houſe 

Appears the very cave of melancholy. 

Nay, hold, I he :—here comes a petticoat. 

Enter BLANCH. 

Od a rare wench ! This is the beſt edition 

'n Fdwara's whole collection. Here, come hither ! 

Let me rue VOU, 

Blauch. Would you ſpeak to me, Sir ? 


Fizt. Ave, child. I'm going now to read you. 
Blanch. Read me! 


Tou'll find me full of errors, ſir. 
{itz No matter. 
Come nearer, child: I cannot ſee to read 
At ſuch a diſtance, 
Eizmch, You had better, Sir, 
Put on your ſpectacles. 
Lg. Aye, there ſhe has me! 
. plugue upon old Time! old Scythe and Hovr- 
glals 
us ſet his mark upon me. Harkye, child ; 
Yeu do not know me. You and I mult have 


Better 


1 
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Better acquaintance. 
Blanch. O, I've heard of you, 
You are Sir Edward's kinſman, Sir—his brother, 
Fitz. Aye—his half brother—by the mother's 
| ne |. 
His elder brother. 
Blanch. Yes, Sir, I ſee that. 
Filz. This gypſey's tongue is like her eye: I 
know not 
Which 1s the ſharpeſt, Tell me what's your 
name. X 
Blanch. My name is Blanch, Sir—born, here, 
in the foreſt. 
Fitz. Sbud! I muſt be a Keeper in this foreſt, 
Whither art going, ſweet one ? 
Blauch. Home, Sir. 
Fitz, Home! 
Why is not this thy home? 
Blanch. No, Sir; I live 
Some half mile hence—with madam Helen, Sir. 
I brought a letter from her, to Sir Edward. 
Fitz, Odſo, with Helen !—ſo—with her !—the 
object 
Of my grave brother's groaning paſſion. Plague! 
I would 'twere in the houſe. I do not like 
Your rheumatick, October aſſignations, 
Under an elm, by moonlight. This will end 
In flannels and ſciatica. My paſſion 
Is not Arcadian, Teil me, pretty one, 
Shall I walk with yon, home? 
Blanch. No, Sir, I thank you; 
It would fatigue you, ſadly. 
Fitz, Fatigue me! 
Oons ! this wild foreſt filly, here, would make me 


Grandfather to Methuſaleh. Look here— | 
Blas: 


Here is a purſe of money. 
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Blaucb. O, the father! 

What will you give me any ? 

Fitz. Gold I find 
The univerſal key; the paſſe par tout. 

It will unlock a foreſt maiden's heart, 

As ealy as a politician's. Here; 

Here are two pieces, roſe-bud. Buy a top-knot ; 

Make thyſelf happy with them, 

Blauch. That I will. 

The poor old woman, northward of the lodge, 

Lyes ſick in bed. I'll take her this, poor ſoul, 

To comfort her. 

Fitz. Hold !—hey the devil hold. 

This was not meant to comfort an old woman. 
Blauch Why, would'nt you relieve her, Sir ? 
Fitz, Um? ves:— 

But-—pſhaw ! pooh, prithee— there's a time for 

all things. 

Why tell me of her now,—of an old fool, — 

Of comforting the aged, now ? 

Blanch. I thought 
That you might have a fellow f-eling, Sir. 

Fitz, This little paſtoral devil's laughing at me! 
Oons! come and kiſs me, jade. I am a Soldier, 
And Juſtice of the Peace. 

Hauch. Then, ſhame upon you! 

Your double calling might have taught you better. 

| {ze your drift, now. Take your dirt again, 

(throws down the money.) 

Good Captain Juſtice !—Stoop for it, —and think 

How an old Soldier, and a Juſtice looks, 

hen he is picking up the bribes he offers, 

To injure thoſe he ſhould protect; the helpleſs, 

The poor, and innocent. [ Exit. 

Lz. ] warrant me, 

Could I but ſee my face, now, in a glaſs, 


That 
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That I look wond' rous ſheepiſh. I'm aſhamed 
To pick up the two pieces, Let them lye.— 
I would not wrong the innocent good reaſon ;— 


There be ſo tew that are ſo :—ſhe is ; honelt ; 
I muſt make reparation. Odlo ! Wilford! 


Enter WIL roRD. 


How fares it. boy? 
Mill. 1 thank you, Sir, I hope you have en- 
Joy'd 
Your health, theſe three months paſt, ſince 1if 
you honour'd us 
With your good preſence, at the lodge. 
Lis z. Indifferent. 


Some cramps and ſhooting pains, boy. I have 


dropt 
Some caſh here, but I am afraid to bend 
To pick it up again, leſt it ſhould give me 
An aukward twinge. Stoop for it, honeſt Wilford, 
There's a good lad! 


Wilf. R1 2ht willingly, Sir. (Picks up the money 
Fitz. So! 


The Soldier and the Juſtice ſave their bluſhes.— 


Now, carry it, I prithee, at your Iciſure, 
To an old goſſip, near the lodge here—north- 
Ward — 
I've heard of her—ſhe's bed-ridden, and ſick, 
You need no ſay wie lent you, 
IV Up. 1 CONCELVE, 
Tis private bouatyv ; that's true charity. 
Firz, Nay, pith my charity! 
Wiif. Nay. 1 could ſwear 
Tis not the fiiit time you have offer'd this 
In ſecret. 4 
Fitz, Um \—why no not quite the firſt. 
But tell me, iad, how jogs the world here, ch? 


In 
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ja Rueful Caſtle What, ſome three months back, 
We two were cronies. What, haſt thou N 
Thou wert my favourite here, man. 
ils. Sir, you honour'd me 
By ſaying fo. 
Fitz. Tut! honour'd !—tut—a fig! 
Thou art grown ſtarch, and ſad. "7D his air 1s catch- 
ing; 
Thou art infected. Harkye, Wilford, harkye ! 
Thou'rt a fly rogue! What you could never tell 
me 
Of Helen's waiting ll; the little cherry; 
0 plague upon her name !—of 
IWilf. Blanch, Sir ? 
Fitz. Blanch : | 
That's it the foreſt fairy. —You an I 
Muſt have ſome talk about her. 
Iilf. Have you ſeen her? ; 
Fitz, Juſt now: juſt gone. Od! I have blun- 
der'd horribly ! | | 
You muſt know, lad ——come hither. TIRE 
bey retire to'the back of the ſcene.) 


Enter SiR EDWARD MorTIMER. 


Mort. Now for my brother, and—Ha'! Wil- 
| ford with him 
That imp is made my ſcourge, They whiſper too! 
O! I had rather court the thunder-bolt, | 
To melt my bones, and pound me to a maſs, 
Than ſuffer this vile canker to corrode me, 
Wilford ! | 
Milf. Who calls? eh! =, tis Sir Eduard. 
Fita. Mum! 
5 I ſeem to interrupt you. 
IWiff. (earneftly.) No, indeed. 
G 


Nga 
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to, on my! life, fir :—we were only talking 


3 Hold your tongue. Oons! boy, you 
muſt not tell. | 


Mort. Not! ; 

Fitz. Not! no to be ſure hy. "tis a fe. 
cret. 

Wilf. You ſhall know all, fir.—'Twas a trifle— 
nothing 


In faith, you ſhall know all. 

Fitz. In faith, you lie. 
Be fatisfied, good Edward :—'tis a toy,— 
But, of all men, I would not have thee know on't. 
It is a tender ſubject. 

Mort. Aye, indeed! 
Fitz. May not I have my ſecret? Oons 

good brather, 
What would you ſay, now, ſhould a meddling 
knave 

Buſy his brains with matters, though but trivial, 
Which concern you alone ? 

Mort. I'd have him rot: 
Die piecemeal; pine; moulder in mifery. 
Agent, and ſacrifice to Heaven's wrath, 
When caſtigating plagues are hurl'd on man, 
Stands lean, and lynx-eved Curioſity, 
Watching his neighbour's ſoul. Sleepleſs himſelt 
To baniſh ſleep from others. Like a Leech 
Sucking the blood -drops from a care-worn hear, 
He gorges on't—then renders up his food, 
To nouriſh Calumny, his foul-lung'd mate, | 
Who carries Rumour's trumpet ; and whale breath, 
Iofetting the wide ſurface of the world, l 
Strikes peſtilence and blight. O, fie, ont | fie! ( 
Whip me the curious wretch from pole to 71 4 

0 
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Who writhes in fire, and ſcorches all around him, 
A victim making victims! 

Fitz. By the maſs, 
'Twere a ſound whipping that, from pole to pole |. 
From conſtable to conſtable might ſerve. 

Een you yourſelf were like to prove, but now, 

This Leech, that's yoke-fellow, you fay, to Scan- 
dal, 

The bad-breath'd trumpeter, 

Mort. Y our pardon, brother; 
| had forgot, Wilford, I've buſineſs for you. 
Wait for me—aye—an hour after dinner, 

Wait for me in the library. 
ilf. The library | 
ficken at the ſound. (de.) Wait there for you 
and— 
Captain Fitzharding, Sir? 
Mort, For me, alone. 
Wilf. Alone, Sir ! 
Mort. Ves, —begone. 
WWilf. ſhall, ſir— but, 
[f I have ever breath'd a ſyllable 
That might diſpleaſe you may 
Mort, Fool! breathe no more. 
Wilf. I'm dumb. 
I'd rather ſtep into a Lion's den | 
Than meet him in the library -I go, Sir. [ Exit. 

Fitz. Brother, you are too harſh with that poor 

boy. 

Mort. Brother, a man muſt rule his family 
In his own way. 

Fitz. Well, well, well—Don't be touchy. 
| ſpeak not to offend : I only ſpeak 
On a friend's privilege. The Poor are men, 

And have their feelings, brother. 

Mort. So have I! 

G 2 Fiz, 
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Fitz. One of the beſt that we can ſhew, believe 
me, 1410 
Is mildneſs to a ſervant. Servants, brother, 
Are born with fortune's yoke about their necks; 
And that is galling in itſelf enough; 
We ſhould not goad them under it. The maſter 
Should rather cheer them in their ſervitude, 
With kindly words—not too familiar neither ; 
But utter'd with that air which true benevolence 
Imparts to dignified nobility. 
Mort. Brother, your hand. You have a gen- 
tle nature— 
May no miſchance e'er ruffle it, my brother! 
Pve known thee from my infancy, old ſoldier; 
And never did I know—1 do not flatter— 
A heart more ſtout, more caſed with hardy man- 
hood, 
More full of milk within. Truſt me, dear friend, 
If admiration of thy charit 
May argue charity in the admirer, 
I am not deſtitute. 
Fitz. You l- have ſeen you 
Sometimes o'erflow with it. 
Mort. And what avails it? | 
Honour has been my theme; good will to man 
My ſtudy. I have labour'd for a name 
As white as mountain ſnow ; dazzling, and ſpeck- 
leſs: 
Shame on't! 'tis blur'd with blots! Fate, like a 
mildew, 
Ruins the virtuous harveſt I would reap, 
And all my crop 1s weeds. 
Fitz. Why, how now brother! 
This is all fpleen. You mope yourſelt too much, 


In this dull foreſt, here. "Twenty blue devils 
Are 
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Are dancing jigs, and hornpipes, in your brains. 
Fie, fie! be more a man. 
Mort. Well I have done. | - 
Fitz. Come, what's for dinner? Od? I mean 
to eat | 
Abundantly. | 1 
Mort, J know not, brother, Honeſt Winter- 
ton | ) 
Will tell you all, 
Fitz. What he! old Adam! he! 
My merry buck of Paradiſe ? — Cdfo! 
| have not ſeen him. Well he ſhall produce 
A flaggon of the beſt ; and, after dinner, 
We will be jovial. Come, come, rouſe you, man! 
| &me on purpoſe, thirty miles from home, 
To jog your ſpirits. Prithee, now, be gay 
Ard, prithee, too, be kind to my young favourite! 
To Wiltord there. 
Mort, Well, well; I hope 1 have been. | 
Fitz No doubt, in attions:—but in words, 
and looks.— 
A rugged look's a damper to a greenhorn. 
L watch'd him, now, when you frown'd angerly 
And he betray'd 
Mort. Betray'd ! 
Fitz. Ten thouſand fears. 


Mort. Oh! | 1 
Jug. The poor devil couldn't ſhew more 
ſcared 
Had you e'en held a piſtol to his head. 


5 ( Mortimer ftarts} 
Why hev-day ! what's the matter ? 
'\/ort. Brother! 
Qusſtion me not; my nerves are aſpin-like; 
ihe lighteſt breath will ſhake 'em. Come, good 
brother, 


Fitz. 


46 THE IRON CHEST; 


Fitz. You'll promiſe to be gay? 

Mort. I'll do my beſt. 

Fitz. Why that's well ſaid! A man can do no 
Od! I believe my rattling talk has given you 
A ſtir already. 

Mort. That it has indeed! 


Come, brother ! 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. Helen's Cottage. 


Euter HELEX and SAMSON. 


Helen. Are you he that wiſh to enter in my 
ſervice ? | 

Sam/. Ves, ſo pleaſe you, Madam Helen, for 
want of a better. 

Helen. Why, I have feen you in the foreſt— 
at Rawbold's cottage, He is your father, as! 
think. | 

Samſ. Yes, ſo pleaſe you, Madam; for want 
of a better. 
Helen. | fear me you may well ſay that. Your 
father, as I have heard, bears an ll name, in the 
foreſt. 
Samſ. Alas! madam, he is obliged to bear it 
—for want of a better. We are all famiſh'd, 
madam : and the naked and hungry have fel- 
dom many friends to fpeak well of them. 

Helen. If 1 ſhould hire thee, who will give 
thee a character? 

Samſ. My father, madam, 

Helen. Why firrah, he has none of his own. 

Samſ. The more fatherly in him, madam, to 


give his ſon what he has need of, for himſelf. But 
a knave 
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a knave is often applied to, to vouch for a 
ſervant's honeſty. i will ſerve you as bony 


as your laſt footman; who, I have heard, ran 
away this morning. ; 

Helen. Truly, he did ſo. 

Samſ. I was told on't, ſome half hour ago; and 
ran, hungrily, hither, to offer myſelf. So, pleaſe 
you, let not poverty ſtand in the way of my pre- 
ferment. | | | 

Helen. Should I entertain you, what could you 
do to make yourſelf uſeful ? | 

Samſ. Any thing. I can wire hares, ſnare 
partridges, ſhoot a buck, and ſmuggle brandy, 
tor you, madam. | 

Helen. Fie on you, knave! ITwere fitter to 
turn you over to the Verderors of the foreſt, for 
puniſhment, than to encourage you in ſuch prac- 
tices. 

Samſ. 1 would practice any thing better, that 
might get me bread. I would ſcrape trenchers, 
fill 48%, 5g and carry a meſſage. What can a 
man do! He can't ftarve. | | 

Helen. Well, firrah, to ſnatch thee from evil, 
| care not if 1 make trial of thee ? 

San ſ. No! will you? . 

Helen. Nineteen in twenty might gueting my 
prudence for this :—but, whatever loſs I may fut- 
ter from thy roguery, the thought of having open'd 
a path to lead a needy wanderer back to virtue 
will more than repay me. 

Samſ. O, bleſs, you, lady! If I do not prove 
"T_— never truſt in man more. I am over- 
joy'd! 1 

Helen. Get thee to the kitchen. You will find 
« livery there will ſuit you. 

1 Sanf. 


— 
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San. A livery! o. the father! Virtuoius and a 
Yee, all ina few ſeconds! Heaven bleſs vou! 
Helen. Well, get you to your work. 
3 I go, madam. . If I break any think to 
day. beſecch you Jet it go for nothing; for joy 
es my hand tremble. Should you want me, 
pleaſe to cry Samſon, and IJ am with you ins 
twinkling: Heaven bleſs you! Here's fortune! 
| | | (Exit. 
Helen. Blanch ſtays a tedious time. N 
fend Mortimer's health be not worſe! He is ſadi 
altered ſince we came to the foreſt. I dream'd, laſt 
night, of the fire he ſaved me from; and 1 ſaw 
him, allfreſh, in manly bloom, bearing me "TIP? 
the flames, even as 1t once happened. | 


Enter BLancu, 


Helen. How. now wench! "You have \almoſ 
tired my patience. hg 
 Blanch. And my own ah, madam, If the 
old footman had not made ſo much uſe of his, by 
running away, they might have ſpared mine, 

Heulen. Inform me of Sir Edward Mortimer. 
Haſt ſeen him? | 

Blanch. Yes, I have, madam. 

Helen. Say; tell me; 

Lie look'd he? how's his health? is he in ſpirits? 

What faid he, Blanch? Will he be here to day? 

 Blauck A little breath, made, and I il an- 
ſwer all, duly. 

Halen. Ol fie upon thee, each" 
[Theſe interrogatories ſhould be anſwered 
Cuicker than breath can utter them. 
anch. That's impoſſible, lady. - 
= | Halen. 
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Helen. Thou would'ſt not ſay ſo hadſt thou ever 


loved. 
Love has a fleeter meſſenger than ſpeech, 
'To tell love's meaning. His expreſſes poſt 
Upon the orbs of viſion, ere the tongue 
Can ſhape them into words. A lovers's look 
Is his heart's Mercury. O! the Eye's eloquence, 
Twin-born with thought, outſtrips the tardy voice, 
Far ſwifter than the nimble lightning's flaſh 
The ſluggiſh thunder-peal that follows it. 

Blanca. I am not ſkill'd in eye-talking, madam. 
have been uſed to let my diſcourſe ride upon my 
tongue; and, I have been told, *twill trot at a good 
round pace upon occaſion. | 

Helen. Then let it gallop, now, beſeech you, 

wench, 0 7 
And bring me news of Mortimer. 

Blanck. Then, madam, I ſaw Sir Edward in his 
library: and deliver'd your letter. He will be 
here, either in the evening, or on'the morrow : 'tis 
uncertain which—for his brother, Captain Fitz- 
harding, is arrived, on a viſit to him. 

Helen. Is he ?—well, that may ſomewhat raiſe 

his ſpirits. | 
That ſoldier has a pleaſant, harmleſs mind. 
Mirth gilds his age, and fits upon his brow 
3 Like ſun in winter. I ne'er ſaw a man 
ö More cheerful in decline, more laughter-loving, 
More gay, and frolickſome. 

Blanch. Frolick ſome enough, if you knew all 
But not ſo harmleſs. ſaſide. 
Helen. He'll ſcarce be here to night. | 

Blanch. Who? Sir Edward? Haply not, madam: 
but his letter may chance to ſpecify further parti - 


culars. 
| H | Helen. 
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Helen. His letter! Has he written ?—fie upon 
thee ! 
Why didſt not give it me, at once? Where is it? 
Thou art turn'd dreamer, wench Come, quick]y, 
Blanck. You talk'd to me ſo much of readin 
eyes, madam, that I e'en forgot the letter. Here 
it is. | 
Helen. Come to me, ſhortly, in my cabinet: 
I'll read it there. —I am almoſt unfit 
To open it I ne'er receive his letters 
. But my hand trembles. Well, I know tis filly, 
And yet I cannot help it. I will ring; 
Then come to me, good Blanch—not yet. My 
Mortimer, 
Now for your letter ! (i. 
Blanch I would they were wedded once, and 
all this trembling would be over. I am told 
your married lady's feclings are little rouſed in 
reading letters from a huſband, 


Enter SAMSON—dreſs'd in a Livery. 


Sam. This ſudden turn of fortune might puff 
ſome men up with pride. I have look'd in the 
glaſs already :—and if ever man look'd braver in 
a glaſs than I, I know nothing of finery. 

Bluxch. Hey day! who have we here? 

Sam. Oh, lord! this is the maid. I mean 
the waiting-woman, I warrant we ſhall be rare 
company, in a long winter's evening. 

Blanch. Why, who are you ? 

Sam. I'm your fellow-ſcrvant:—thenew comer. 
The laſt tootman caſt his ſkin in the pantry thi 
morning, and | have crept into it. 

Blau-). M hy, ſure, it cannot be Now I lock 
upon you again, you are Samſon Rawbold—0!i 
Rau bold's fon, of the foreſt, here. 


Sam. 
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dim. The ſame; I am not like ſome upſtarts ; 
When I am proſperous, I do not turn my back on 
my poor relations, 

Blauch. What, has my lady hired thee ? 

Samſ. She has taken me, like a pad nag, upon 
trial. * 

Blanch. I ſuſpect you will play her a jade's trick, 
and ſtumble in your probation. You have been 
caught tripping, ere now. | 

Samſ. An I do not give content tis none of my 
fault. A man's qualities cannot come out all at 
once. I with you would teach me a little how to 
lay a cloth, 

Blanck. You are well qualified for your office, 
truly, not to know that. 

Samſ. To ſay truth, we had little practice that 
way, at home. We ſtood not upon forms. We 
had ſometimes no cloth for a dinner | 

Blanch. And, ſometimes, no dinner for a cloth. 

Samſ. Juſt ſo. We had little order in our family, 

Blanck. Well, I will inſtruct you. 

Samſ. That's kind. I will be grateful. They 
tell me I have learnt nothing but wickedneſs, yet: 
but I will inſtruct you in any thing I know, in 
return, 

Blanck, There I have no mind to become your 
ſcholar, But be ſteady in your ſervice, and you 
may outlive your beggary, and grow into reſpect, 

Samſ. Nay, an riches rain upon me, reſpect will 
grow of courſe. I never knew a rich man yet who 
wanted followers to pull off their caps to him. 


tis |< me 
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SONG. 
SAMSON. 


2 


A traveller ſtopt at a widow's gate; 
She kept an Inn, and he wanted to bait 
But the landlady lighted her gueſt : 
For when Nature was making an ugly race, 
She certainly moulded the traveller's face 
As a ſample for all the reſt. 


IT. 


The chamber-maid's fides they were ready to crack, 
When ſhe ſaw his queer noſe, and the hump at his back; : 
A hump is'nt handſome, no doubt— | 


And, though *tis confeſs'd that the prejudice goes, 


Very ſtrongly, in favour of wearing a noſe, 
Yet a noſe ſhould'nt look like a ſnout, 


III. 


A bag full of gold on the table he laid — Th 
"Thad a wond'rous effect on the widow and maid ! 
And they quickly grew marvellous civil. 
The money immediately alter'd the caſe; , j 
They werecharm'd with his hump, and his ſnout, and his face, 
Tho! he ſtill might have frighten'd the devil. 


IV. 


He paid like a prince-gave the widow a ſmack 
Then flop'd on his horſe, at the door, like a ſack ; 
While the landlady, touching the chink, 
Cried---<* Sir, ſhould you travel this country again, 
J heartily hope that the ſweeteſt of men 
Will top at the widow's to drink,” 


F x:1unt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV: The Liznfny, 
Wi. roRD, diſcovered. 


9 K&K 

Milf. I would Sir Edward were come! The 
dread of a fearful encounter is, often, as terrible 
as the encounter itſelf, Yet my encounters with! 
him, of late, are no trifles. Some few hours back, 
in this very room, he held a loaded piſtol within 
an inch of my brains. Well, that was paſſion — he 
threw it from him on the inſtant, and—eh ! 
He's coming, —No. The old wainſcot cracks and 
ſrightens me out of my wits: and, I verily be- 
lieve, the great folio dropt on my head, juſt now, 
jrom the ſhelf, on purpoſe to increaſe my terrors. 


Enter Sir EDPWARD MORTIMER, af one door of 
the Library, which he locks after him, W1LFORD 
turns round on hearing him fit it.) 


Milf. What's that ?— Tis he himſelf ! Mercy 
on me! he has lock'd the door I What is going 
to become of me | oo 4 

Mort. Wilford Ils no one in the picture 
gallery? | 

Milf. No——not a foul, Sir 

{oul— 
None within hearing, if I were to bawl 
Ever ſo loud. | 

Mort. Lock yonder door, 

Wiif. Ine doc, dir! 

Mt. Do as i bid you. 

J., t, i: Lock — (Mortimer waves 
% 1s Pulte j 


4 he, Su. ( to the door and locking it.) 


Not a humad 


His 
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His face has little anger in it, neither: 
Tis rather maxk'd with ſorrow, and diftreſs, 
Mort. Wilford approach me. What am I to ſay 
For aiming at your life Do you not ſcorn me, 
Deſpiſe me for it? 
Milf. I! Oh, Sir - 
Mort. You muſt. | 
For I am ſingled from the herd of men, 
A vile, heart-broken wretch ! 
Wilf. Indeed, indeed, Sir, | 
Lou deeply wrong yourſelf. Your equal's love, 
The poor man's prayer, the orphan's tear of gra- 
titude, 
All follow you :—and I !—T owe you all! 
I am moſt bound to bleſs you. 
Mort. Mark me, Wilford, — 
I know the value of the orphan's tear, 
The poor man's prayer, reſpect from the reſpected; 
I feel to merit theſe, and to obtain them, 
Is to taſte here, below, that thrilling cordial 
Which the remunerating Angel draws, 
From the eternal fountain of delight, 
To pour on bleſſed ſouls, that enter heaven. 
I feel this :—I !—How muſt my nature, then, 
Revolt at him who ſeeks to ſtain his hand, 
In human blood ?—and yet it ſeems, this day, 
I ſought your life.—O ! I have ſuffer'd madneſs— 
None know my tortures—pangs !—but I can end 
them: 
End them as far as appertains to thee.— 
I have reſolv'd it.— Hell born ſtruggles tear me! 
But I have ponder'd on't, —and I muſt truſt thee. 
Wilf. Your confidence ſhall not be — 
Mort. You mult ſwear. - | 
Milf. Swear, Sir !—will nothing but an oath, 
then | 
Mort, 
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Mort. Liſten. | 


May all the ills that wait on frail humanity 


Be doubled on your head, if you diſcloſe 
My fatal ſecret! May your body turn ; 
Moſt lazar-like, and loathſome; and your mind 
More loathſome than your body ! May thoſe fiends 
Who ſtrangle babes, for very wantonneſs, 
Shrink — 4 and ſhudder at your monſtreus crimes, 
And, ſhrinking, curſe you! Palfies ſtrike your 
youth |. 
And the ſharp terrors of a guilty mind 
Poiſon your aged days ; while all your nights, 
As on the earth you lay your houſeleſs head, 
Out-horror horror! May you quit the world 
Abhor'd, ſelf-hated, hepeleſs for the next, 
Your life a burthen, and your death a fear! 
Wilf. For mercy's ſake, forbear! you terrify 
me! | 
Mort. Hope this may fall upon thee ;—Swear 
thou hopeſt it, 


Py every attribute which heaven, earth, hell, 


Can lend, to bind, and ſtrengthen conjuration, 


If thou betray'ſt me. 
Wilf. Well I (Leſitating.) 


Mort. No retreating! 
WWilf. (after a pauſe.) 
| ſwear by all the ties that bind a man, 
Divine, or human,—never to divulge ! 
Mort. Remember you have ſought this ſecret: 
—Yes, | 
Extorted it. I have not thruſt it on you, 
lis big with danger to you; and to me, 
While I prepare to ſpeak, torment unutterable. 
Know, Wiltord that — damnation ! | 
IWilf. Deareſt Sir! 
Collect vourſelf; This ſhakes you horribly, 


You 


N 
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You had this trembling, it is ſcarce a week, 
At Madam Helen's. 5 
Mort. There it is. Her uncle 
Milf. Her uncle! | | 
Mort. Him. She knows it not—None know 
You are the firſt ordain'd to hear me ſay, 
I am——his murderer. 
Will. O, heaven! 
Mort. His aſſaſſin. ä 
Milf. What you that—mur—the murder 
ls am choak'd! 
Mort. Honour, thou blood-ſtain'd God! xt 
whole red altar | | 
Sit War and Homicide, O, to what madneſs 
Will inſult drive thy votaries | By keaven, 
In the world's range there does not breathe a man 
Whoſe brutal nature I more ſtrove to ſoothe, 


With long forbearance, kindneſs, courteſy, 


Than his who fell by me. But he diſgraced me, 

Stain'd me,—oh, death, and ſhame !—the world 
look'd on, 

And ſaw this ſinewy ſavage ſtrike me down; 

Rain blows upon me, drag me to and fro, 

On the bafe earth, like carrion. Deſperation, 

In every fibre of my frame, cried vengeance! 

J left the room, which he had quitted. Chance, 

(Cuiſe on the chance!) while boiling with my 
WIongs, | 


| Thruſt me againit him, -darkling in the ſtreet ;— 
I ſtab'd 


him to the heart: - and my oppreſſor 
Rol d, lifeleſs, at my foot. | 
ni, Ohl mercy on me! 
How could this deed be cover'd! 


Mori. 


if 
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Mort. Would you think it? 
F'en at the moment when I gave the blow, 
Butcher'd a fellow creature in the dark, 
| had all good men's love. But my diſgrace, 
And my opponent's death, thus link'd with it, 
Demanded notice of the magiſtracy. 
They ſummon'd me, as friend would ſummon friend, 
To acts of import, and communication. 
We met: and *twas reſolved, to ſtifle rumour, 
To put me on my trial. No accuſer, 
No evidence appear'd, to urge it on.— 
'Twas meant to clear my fame. Hou clear it, then? 
How cover it? you ſay.— Why, by a Lie:— 
Gu:it's offspring, and its guard. Itaught this breaſt, 
Which Truth once made her throne, to forge a lie; 
This tongue to utter it. Rounded a tale, 
Smooth as a Seraph's ſong from Satan's mouth ; 
So well compacted, that the o'er throng'd court 
Diſturb'd cool juſtice, - in her judgment ſeat, 
By ſhouting © Innocence!“ ere I had fimſh'd. 
The Court enlarged me; and the giddy rabble 
Pore me, in triumph, home, Aye [look upon 
me.— 

know thy ſight aches at me. 

if. Heaven forgive me | 
[ think I love you ſtill :—but I am young; 
| know not what to ſay: —it may be wrong.— 
Indeed I pity you. 

Mort. I diſdain all pity.— 
| aſk no conſolation. Idle boy! 
Think'ſt cho that this compulſive confidence 
as given to move thy pity ?—lL ove of Fame 
bor itil 1 cling to it? has urged me, thus, 
lo quaſh thy curious miſchiet in it's birth. 
Hurt honour, in an evil, curſed hour, 

% me to murder—lying :—'twould again, 7 

7 
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My honeſty, —ſweet peace of raind, —all, all! 
Are barter'd for a name. I will maintain it. 
Should ſlander whiſper o'er my ſepulchre, 
And my ſoul's agency ſurvive in death, 
I could embody it with heaven's lightning, 
And the hot ſhaft of my inſulted ſpirit 
Should ſtrike the blaſter of memory 
Dead in the church- yard. Bey, I would not kil 
mee: 
Thy raſhneſs and diſcernment threaten'd danger; 
To check them there was no way left but this ;— 
Save one - your death: you ſhall not be my victim. 
Milf. My death! What take my life ?=yy 
life! to prop 
This empty honour. | 
Mort. Empty! Groveling fool! 
WWilf. 1 am your ſervant, Sir: child of your 
bounty; 
And know my obligation. I have been 
Too curious, haply; 'tis the fault of youth. 
I ne'er meant injury: if it would ſerve you, 
I would lay down my life; I'd give it freely ;— 
Could you, then, have the heart to rob me of it? 
You could not ;—ſhould not, 
Mort. How | 
Wilf. You dare not, 
Mort. Dare not! 
Milf. Some hours ago you durſt not. Paſſion 
moved you ; | 
Reflection interpoſed, and held your arm. 
But, ſhould reflection prompt you to attempt it, 
My innocence would give me ſtrength to ſtruggle, 
And wreſt the murderous weapon from your hand. 
How would you look to find a peaſant boy 
Return the knife you level'd at his heart ; 
And aſk you which in heaven would ſhew _ wy 
rich 
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A rich man's honour, or a poor man's honeſty ? 
Mort. Tis plain I dare not take your life. To 
ſpare it, 
have endanger'd mine. But dread my power ;— 
You know not it's extent. Be warn'd in time: 
Trifle not with my feelings. Liften, Sir! 
Myriads of engines, which my ſecret working 
Can rouſe to action, now encircle you. 
| ſpeak not vaguely, You have heard my prin- 
ciple 3 
Have heard, already, what it can effect: 
Be cautious how you thwart it. Shun my brother; 
Your ruin hangs upon a thread : Provoke me, 
And it ſhall fall upon you. Dare to make 
The lighteſt movement to awake my fears, 
And the gaunt criminal, naked and ſtake- tied, 
Left on the heath to bliſter in the ſun, | 
'Till lingering death ſhall end his agony, 
Compared to thee, ſhall ſeem more enviable 
Than Cherubs to the damn'd, | 
Wilf. O, miſery ! | 
Diſcard me ſir! I muſt be hateful to you. 
Baniſh me hence. I will be mute as death ; 
But let me quit your ſervice. 
Mort, Never. — Fool! 
To buy this ſecret, you have ſold yourſelf. 
Your movements, eyes, and, moſt of all, your 
breath, 
From this time forth, are fetter'd to my will. 
Lou have ſaid, truly: you are hateful to me: 
Yet you ſhall feel my bounty :—that ſhall flow, 
And ſwell your fortunes ; but my inmoſt ſoul 
Will yearn with loathing, when—hark ! ſome one 
knocks ! 
Open the door. 
I 2 [Wil- 
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[Wilford opens the door, and Winterton comes in.] 
Mort. How now, Winterton? 
Did you knock more than once ? Speak—did you 
liſten | 
I mean, good Adam, did you wait ?—Aye, wait 
Long at the door, here ? 
Mint. Bleſs your honour ! no. 
You are too good to tet the old man wait. 
Mort. What, then, our talk, here—Wilford's 
here and mine— 
Did not detain you at the door ?—Ha !—did it? 
Wint. Not half a ſecond. 
Mort. Oh |—well, what's the matter? 
Wiut, Captain Fitzharding, Sir, entreats your 
company. 
I've placed another flaggon on the table, 
Your worſhip knows it,—Number thirty-five ;— 
The ſupernaculum. 
Mori. Well, well, —-I come. 
V hat, has he been alone ? 
Viut. No—T've been with him. 
Od ! he's a merry man! and does fo jeſt ! 
e calls me firſt of men, cauſe my name's Adam. 
Well! 'tis exceeding pleaſant, by St. Thomas! 
Mort. Come, Adam; I'll attend the Captain. 
 — Wilford, | | 
What I have juſt now given you in charge, 
Be ſure to keep faſt lock'd. I ſhall be angry,— 
Be veiy angry if I find you careleſs. 125 
Follow me, Adam. | 
(Exit. Mortimer Winterton following. 
Wiif. This houſe is no houſe for me. Fly! 
will, I am reſolved ;—but whither ? His threats 
ſtrike terror into me; and, were I to reach the pole, 


I doubt whether J ſhould elude his graſp. FR 
| E ive 


A PLAY. 67 


live here aſlave—ſlave to his fears, — bis jealoufies! 
Night's coming on. Darkneſs be my friend! for 
| will forth inſtantly. The thought of my inno- 
cence will cheer me as I wander thro' the gloom. 
Oh ! when guilty Ambition writhes upon its couch, 
why ſhould bare-foot Integrity repine, though it's 
ſweet fleep be canopied with a ragged hovel! 
Exit. 


SCENE V.—The infide of an Abbey, in ruins, 
Part of it converted into an habitation for Robbers. 
Various entrances to. their apartment, through the 
broken arches of the building, &c. &c. 


Enter Jupirn, and @ Boy. 


Jud. Well, ſirrah! have you been upon the 
ſcout? Are any of our gang returning ? 

Boy, No, Judith! not a foul. 

7ud, The rogues tarry thus to fret me. 

Boy. Why, indeed, Judith, the credit of your 
c00Kery is loſt among thieves. They never come 
punctual to their meals. 

Jud. No tiding of Orſon yet, from the market 
town? 

Boy. I have ſeen nothing of him. 

Jud. Brat! thou doſt never bring me good news. 

Hey. Judith, you are ever fo croſs with me! 

7ud. That wretch Orſon flights my love of 
late, Hence, you hemp-feed, hence! Get to 
the broken porch of the abbey, and watch. Tis 
a!l you are good for. 

Boy. You know I am but young yet, Judith ! 
but with good inſtructions, I may be a robber, in 


time, 
Tub, 
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Jud. Away, you imp! vou will never reach 
ſuch preferment. (A ꝛbhiſtle without.) So! | 
hear ſome of our party. (Whiſtle again; the boy 
pnts his fingers in his mouth, and whiſtles in anſwer. 

Jud. Why muſt you keep your noiſe, firrah ? 

Boy. Nay, Judith, *tis one of the firſt ſteps we 
boys learn in the profeſſion. I ſhall ne'er come to 
good, it you check me ſo. Huzza! here come 


two! 


Enter two RomBERs, through the broken part c 
the Scene, 


Jud. So! you have found your road at laſt. A 
murrain light upon you! is it thus you keep your 
hours ? | | 

1. Rob. What, hag, ever at this trade! Ever 

mbling? | 

Jud. I have reaſon. I toil to no credit; I watch 
with no thanks. I trim up the table for your 
return, and no one returns in due time to notice 
my induſtry, Your meat is ſcorch'd to cinders, 

Rogues, would it were poiſon for you! 
2d. Rob. How the fury raves! Here, take my 
carbine ; 'twas levell'd, ſome half hour ſince, at a 
traveller's head. 

Jud. Hah, hah, hah, Rare! Didſt ſhoot him? 

1/t Rob. Shoot him? No. This devil in petti- 
coats thinks no more of ſlaying a man, than killing 
a cock-chater. I never knew a woman turn to 
miſchief, that ſhe did not outdo a man, clean. 

Jud. Did any of you meet Orſon on your way? 

1/t Rob. Ave, there the hand points. When 
that fellow is abroad you are more ſavage than 
cuſtomary ; and that is needleſs. 

| 24 Rob. 
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4d Rob. None of our comrades come yet? They 
will be finely ſoak'd. 

% Rob. Aye, the rain pours, like a ſpout, upon 
the ruins of the old abbey, wall here. | 

Jud. I'm glad on't. My it drench them, and 
breed agues! *twill teach them to keep time. 

1%. Rob. Peace, thou abominable railer! A 
man had better dwell in purgatory, than have 
thee in his habitation. Peace, devil! or I'll make 
thee repent. 

Jud. You! 'tis as much as thy life is worth to 
move my ſpleen, 5 

1. Rob, What, you will ſet Orſon, your cham- 
pion upon me? 

Jud. Coward! he ſhould not diſgrace himſelf 
with chaſtiſing thee. 

1] Rob, Death and thunder! | 

Jud. Aye, attack a woman, do! it ſuits your 
nen-hearted valour. Afault a woman! 

% Rob, Well—paſſion hurried me. But I have 
a reſpect for the ſoft ſex, and am cool again. 
Come Judith, be friends.—Nay, come, do; and 
| will give thee a farthingale, I rook from a 
lawyer's Widow. 

Jud. Where is it? 

, Rob. You ſhall have it. 

Jud. Well—I Hark ! 

24 Rob. Soft! I think I hear the foot of a 


comrade. 


MUSICAL DIALOGUE AND CHORUS. 


RoBBeRs and JUDITH. 


Liſten! No; it is the owl, 
That hoots upon the mould'ring tow'r. 
Hark! the rain beats, the night is foul ; 
Our comrades ſtay beyond their hour. 

| | Liften ! 
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Liſten! | 
All's huſh'd around the abbey wall ——— 
Soft! Now I hear a robber's call! 
Liſten! - 
They whiſlle!---Anſwer it !---"Tis nigh! 
Again! A comrade comes. — Tis I! 
And here another; and here another ! 
Who comes? A brother. Who comes? 
A brother, 
Now they all come pouring in; 
Our jollity will ſoon begin. 
Sturdy partners, all appear ! 
We're here! and here, and here, and here! 
'Thus we ſtout freebooters prowl, 
Then meet to drain the flowing bowl! 


(As different periods of the Mufick, the Robbers enter, 
through varicus parts of the Ruins, in groups. 


Enter OrsoN, with Luggage on his Pack, as if re. 
turn'd from Market. 


1ſt. Reb. Sec! hither comes Orſon at laſt. He 
walks in like Plenty, with proviſion on his ſhoulder. 

Jud. O, Orſon !—why. d1d'ſt tarry, Orſon? ! 
began to fear. Thou art cold and damp. Let 
me wring the wet from thy cloaths. O! ny 
heart leaps to ſee thee. | 

1// Rob. Mark how this ſhe-bear hugs her 
bruin ! 

Or/. Stand off! this hamper has been wear 
ſome enough. I want not thee on my neck. 

Jud. Villain! 'tis thus you ever ufe me. I can 
revenge: I can do not, dear Orfon! do not 
treat me thus. | N 

OY. Let a man be ever fo ſweet temper'd, he 
will meet ſomewhat to ſour it. 1 have been vex'd 
to madneſs, 

2d Rob. Flow now, Orſon, what has vex'd 
thee now? | 


2 
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Orſ. A prize has ſlipt through my fingers. 
3d Rob. Aye! marry, how? | 

Orſ. met a ſtraggling knave on foot, and the 
rogue reſiſted. He had the face to tell me that 
he was thruſt on the world to ſeek his fortune ; 
and that the little he had about him was his all. 
Plague on the proviſion at my back! I had no 
time to rifle him :—but I have ſpoil'd him for 
fortune ſeeking, I warrant him. 

Rob. How ? | | 

Orſ. Why I beat him to the ground. Whether 
he will e'er get up again the next paſſenger may 
diſcover. | | 

Jud. Ha! Ha! O, brave! That's my valiant 
Orſon ! | 

34 Rob. Orſon, you are ever diſobeying our 
Captain's order, You are too remorſeleſs, and 
bloody. 

Or/. Take heed, then, how you move my an- 
ger, by telling me on't. The affair is mine—L 
will anſwer to the conſequence. | 

4% Rob. J hear our Captain's ſignal. Here he 
comes. Ha!—he is leading one who ſeems 
wounded. 


Enter ARMSTRONG, ſupporting WILFORD, 
Arm, Gently, good fellow! come, keep a good 


heart! 
Milf. You are very kind. I had breathed my 
laſt, but for your care. Wither have you led me? 
4% Rob, Where you will be well treated, 
youngſter. You are now among as honourable 
a knot of men as ever cried *ſtand” to a traveller. 
Wiif. How: among robbers ! | 
4% Rob. Why ſo the law's cant calls us gentle- 
men, who hye at as 4 | 
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Milf. So! For what am] reſerved ! 

Arm. Fear nothing. You are ſafe in this aſy- 
lum. Judith, lead him in. See ſome of my 
linen ready, and look to his wound. 

Jud. ] do not like the office. Your are ever at 
theſe tricks. Twill ruin us in the end. What 
have we to do with charity ? 

Arm. "Turbulent wretch ? obey me. 

Jud. Well, I ſhall. Vn fellow, ſince it muſt 
be ſo. 

Arm. Anon, I'll viſit you myſelf, lad. 

1//i/f. Heaven bleſs you! whate'er becomes of 
my life - and faith, I am almoſt weary on't—l am 
bound to your charity. Gently, I pray you—-my 
wound pains.—Gently ! 

(Exit. led out by JopiTa, 
Arm. I would I knew which of you had done 
this. 

1//. Rob. Why what's the matter, Captain? 

Arm. Cruelty is the matter. Had not acci- 
dent led me to the ſpot where he lay, yon poor 
boy kad bled to death. I learn'd his ſtory, partly, 
from him, on the way: and know how baſely hehas 
been handled by one of you. Well, time muſt 
diſcover him: for he, who had brutality enough 
to commit the action, can ſcarcely have courage 
enough to confels 1t. 

2 Courage, Captain, is a quality, I take it, 
little wanted by any here. What ſignify words— 
1 did it. 

Arm. ] ſuſpected thee, Orſon. Tis ſcarce an 
hour ſince he, whom thou haſt wounded, quitted 
the ſervice of Sir Edward Mortimer, in the foreſt. 
here; and inquiry will doubtleſs be made. 

24d. Rob. Nay then we are a! diſcover'd, 
Arm. Now, mark what thou haſt done, 3 
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haſt endanger'd the ſafety of our party; thou haſt 
broken my order ('tis not the firſt time, by many) 
in attacking a paſſenger :—and what paſſenger ? 
One whoſe unhappy caſe ſhould have claim'd thy 
pity. He told you he had diſpleaſed kis maſter— 
left the houſe of comfort, and with his ſeanty pit- 
tance, was wandering round the world to mend his 
fortunes Like a butcher, you ſtruck the forlorn 
boy to the earth, and left him to languiſh in the 
foreſt, Would any of our brave comrades have 
cone this? | | 

Al].—None! None! — 

Arm. Comrades, in this caſe, my voice is fin- 
gle. But if it have any weight, this brute, this 
Orſon, ſhall be thruſt from our community, which 
he has diſgraced. Let it not be ſaid, brothers, 
while want drives us to plunder, that wantonneſs 
prompts us to butchery. 

Robbers. O brave Captain! away with him! 

Or/. You had better ponder on't, ere you pro- 
voke me, | | 

Arm. Raſcal! do you mutter threats? You 
cannot terrifye us. Our calling teems with dan- 
ger we are not to be daunted by the treachery of 
an informer. We defye you. Go. You dare not 
hurt us. You dare not ſacrifice ſo many brave, 
and gallant fellows, to your revenge, and proclaim 
yourlelf ſcoundrel. Begone. 

Or. Well, if I muſt, I muſt. I was always a 
friend to you all: but if you are bent on turning 
me out—why—fare you well, 

Robbers. Aye, ave—Away, Away! 

_ Orf. Farewell, then. | ( Exit. 

Arm. Come, cemrades—Think no more of 
this. Let us drown the choler we have felt in 
wine and revelry. | i 


Ka 1 
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FINALE, 


Jolly Friars tippled here. 
Ere theſe Abbey walls had crumbled;' 
Still the ruins boaſt good cheer, 4 
Though long ago the cloiſters tumbled. ; 
The Monks are gone : 
Well! well! 
That's all one — 
Let's ring their knell. 
Ding dong! ding yong? to the bald-pated monk ! 
He ſet the example, 
We'll follow his ſample, ' 
And all go to bed moſt religiouſly drunk. 
go to the good fat Friar's ſoul ! 
Who, every day, 
Did wet his clay, 


In the dee x capacious bowl. 
Huzza! Huzza! we'll drink and we'll ſing! 


We'll laugh, and well quaff, 
And make the welkin ring! 


EMD OF THE SECOND ACT, 


KGT 


SCENE I.—WinTErTON's Room, in Sir Ev- 
| WARD MoRTIMER's Lodge. 


SAMSON and BLANCH, diſcover'd, at a Table, with , 
Bottles and Glaſſes. 


Blanch. SAMSON „you muſt drink no more. 
Samſ. One more glaſs, Miſtreſs Blanch, and I 
Mall be better company. Twill make me loving, 
Blanch, Nay, then, you ſhall not have a. drop. 
Samſ. 1 will ;—ang fo ſhall you too. (filling the 
glaſs) Who knews but it may make you the ſame, 
Blanch. You are wond'rous familiar, Mr. Lout. 
Samſ. J would not willingly offend. 1 will en- 
deavour at more reſpect. My humble duty to 
you. (adrinks.) 

Blanch. I would counſel you to be cautious of 
diinking, Samſon. Conſider where you are, We 
are now, rememoer, in Sir Edward Mortimer's 
Lodge. 

Samf. In the Butler's room here drinking 
has always a privilege. (Alls. 

Blanch. What, another ! | 

Semſ. Do not fear. Twill not make me fa- 
miliar again, My lowly reſpects to you, (4 

is 
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This ſame old Winterton's wine has a marvellous 
choice flavour. I wonder whether 'twas ſmuggled. 

Blanch, Should you totter with this, now, in 
the morning, twould go nigh to ſhake your office 
to the foundation, before night. My Lady would 
never pardon you. | 

Samſ. *T would be hard to turn me adrift, for 
getting drunk, on the ſecond day of my ſervice. 

Blanch, Truly, I think 'twould be reaſon ſus. 

cient. 
Samſ. T would not be giving a man a fair trial. 
How ſhould ſhe know but I intend to be ſober for 
a year after ? 

Blanch. How ſhould ſhe know, indeed! or any 
one elſe, who has heard of your former rogueries, 

Samſ. Well, the worſt fault I had was being a 
ſportſman, | 

Blanch. A ſportſman! out on you, rogue! vou 
were a poacher. 

Samſ. Aye, fo the rich nick-name us poor bro- 
thers of the field; and lay us by the heels when ve 
do that for hunger which they practice for amuſe- 
ment. Cannot I move you to take a thimble- full, 
this cold morning ? 

Blanch. Not a drop, I. 

Samſ. Hark! I think 1 hear old Winterton co- 
ming back. By our lady, Miſtreſs Blanch, we 
have made a deſperate hole in the bottle, ſince he 
left us. : 

Blanch We! why, you ſlanderous rogue, I have 
not taſted it. | 

Samſ. No—'tis not he. 

Blanch. No matter; he will be back on the in- 
ſtant, Leave this idle guzzling, if you have any 
ſhame, Think we are attending madam Helen, 


in her viſit to Sir Edward, on his ſudden ſickneſs. 
| in Think 
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Think, too, on the confuſion from Wilford's flight. 
s it a time for you, ſot, to tipple, when the whole 
houſe is in diſtreſs and melancholy ? 

Samſ. Alas! I have too tender a heart, Miſtreſs 
Blanch ; and have need of ſomewhat, in the midſt 
of this ſorrow, to cheer my ſpirits. 

Blanch. This wine will ſhortly give your pro- 
{Mons of amendment the lie. | 

Sam. Let it Five me the lie: 'Tis an affront I 
can eaſily ſwallow. Come, a bargain—an you will 
take one glaſs with me, I will give over. 

Blench. Well, on that condition _ 

Samſ. Agreed—for that will juſt finiſh the bot- 
tle. (fs) I will drink no health, now, but of 
thy giving. 

Blanch. Then liſten and edifye. - May a man 
never inſult a woman with his company, when 
drunkenneſs has made him a brute. 

Samſ. With all my heart: But a woman knows 
that man may be made a brute, when wine is 
clean out of the queſtion. Eh! Here comes the 
old man in real earneſt. 


Enter Adam W1INTERTON. 


aint. Well, I am here again.—W hat madcap? 
In truth, I have a world of care, Our good 
maſter taken ill, on the ſudden. Wilford flown : 
—A baſe, ungrateful boy !—One that I was ſo 
fond of: And to prove ſuch a profligate | I be- 
gan to love the young villain like my own child, 
| had mark'd down the unfortunate boy, in my 
laſt teſtament: I had——-Blels me! my cold is 
wondrous troublefome to my eyes, this morning. 
Al! 'tis a wicked world :-—But old Winterton 
keeps 
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keeps a merry heart, ſtill, Do I not, pretty miſtreſs. 
Blanch ? | 

Blanch. I hope you do, Adam. 

in. Nay, on ſecond thought, I do not t keep 
it; for thou haſt ſtolen it ſrom me, tulip! ha 
good faith l— 

Samſ. 358 ha !— Well ifaith that is a good jeſt! 
hal ha 

in. Doſt think fo, varlet? © Thou hafl ſto- 
len it from me, tulip!” Well, it was; it was ex- 
ceeding pleaſant, by St. Thomas ! Heigho! I 
muſt e'en take a glaſs to conſole me. One cup to 
ch! mercy on me! why the liquor has flown, 
Ha! the bottle has leak'd, haply. 

San. Yes, Sir :—l crack'd that bottle, myſelf, 
in your abſence, 

Mint. Crack'd ! Why what a careleſs gooſe 
art thou! theſe unthrifty knaves !—ah ! times are 
ſadly changed, for the worſe, fince I was a boy, 

Blanch. Doſt think ſo, Adam? 

. Wint. Queſtion any man, of my age, and he 
will ſay the ſame. Domeſticks never broke bot- 
tles in queen Elizabeth's time. Servants were 
better then—aye, marry, and the bottles were bet- 
ter bottles. Tis a degenerate world! Well; 
heigho! | 

- Blanch. Why doſt ſigh thus, Adam? 

Wins. In truth, this is as heavy a day for me 

' Blanch. 1 hope not, Adam. Come, come, 
things are not ſo bad, I warrant thee. You have 
long drank ſmilingly of the cup of life, Adam; 
and when a good man takes his potion without 
murmuring, Providence ſeldom leaves the bitter- 
eſt drop at the bottom. W hat * the N 
prune . 

n 
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int. Alas! nothing but evil. Theſe attacks 
come on our worthy maſter as thick as hail, and 
weaken him daily. He has been grievous ill, in 
the night, poor ſoul! and ne'er ſlept a wink ſince 
[brought him the news. 

Blanch. What news, good Adam ? 

Wint. Why of Wilford's flight. —A reprobate ! 
The ſhock of 'his baſeneſs has brought. on Sir Ed- 
ward's old ſymptoms. 

Blanch. What call you his old ſymptoms ? 

int. The ſhiverings, and trembling fits, which 
have troubled him theſe two years. I begin to think 
the air of this foreſt doth nouriſh agues. I can 
never move him to drink enough of canary. I 
think, in my conſcience, I had been aguiſh myſelf, 
in theſe woods, had I not drank plenty of canary. 

Samſ. Maſs, when I am ill, this old boy ſhall be 
my apothecary. (aſide. 

Blanck Well, well, he may mend. Do not fan- 
7 the worſt, ere worſe arrives, Adam. 

int. Nay, worſe has arrived, already. 

Blaucht. Aye! marry, how? 

int. Wilford's villany. Sir Edward ſays, he 
has proofs of the blackeſt treachery agaiſt him. 

Blanch. Indeed! 

int. It chills my old blood to think on't! I had 
mark'd out the boy as a boy of promiſe - A learn- 
ed boy! He had the backs of all the books in our 
library by heart: and now a hue and cy is after 
him. Mercy on me! if the wretched lad be taken, 
Sir Fdward will bring him to the charge. We 
none know what 'tis yet; but time will ſhew. 

Blanck. You ſurpriſe me!] Wilford turn diſ- 
honeſt! I could ſcarce have credited this; and 
after. two years trial, too. 

Sams. O, monſtrous to turn rogue after two 
Years 
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deed, twere not to be wonder'd a. 


Enter a Servant. 


> Serv. Mr. Winterton, there is a young woman 
of the foreſt, would ſpeak with you. 
I int. Out on't! Theſe cottagers time their 
buſineſs vilely. Well, bid her come in, Simon, 

Serv. And, Miftreſs Blanch, your lady would 
ſee you anon, in the breakfaſt parlour. (Eni. 

Blancb. 1 come quickly. Be not caſt down, 
now. Adam; keep thy old heart merry ſtill, 
int. Ha! in truth, 1 know not well, now, what 
would mend my ſpicits. 

Blanch. What ink you of the kiſs I promised! 

int. Ah, wag! go thy way. Od! thou haſt 
ni mble legs. Had Io tae thee yeſterday— 

Ah! well, no matter. 

Blancb. Come, I will not leave thee comfortlek, 
in theſe. ſad times. Here—Here is my hand, 
Adam. 

Ii int. Thou wilt ſhew me a light pair of heel; 
again, now. | 

*Blanch. No, in faith. Come; 'tis more than! 
would offer to every one Take it. 

Mint. That I will, moft willingly, (X. ifſes be 

Hand.) 

Blench. Do not play the rake now, and boaſt oſ 
my favours z for I am told there is a breed d 
puppies will build ſtories, to a ſimple girl's preju- 
dice, on flighter encouragement than this. Be 

not you one of thoſe empty coxcombs, and {0 
adieu, Adam. [ Exit, 

Mint. Nay, I was never given to vaunt. 'Sbud! 

if T had, many a tale had been told, fixty years back 
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of young, luſty Adam Winterton,—Eh ! why what 
doſt thou titter at, ſcapegrace? 
Samſ. I, fir ?—Nor J. (ſmothering a laugh. 
int. I had forgot this varlet. Peſtilence ont! 
Should this Knave prate of my little gallantry, I 
tremble for the good name of poor Miſtreſs. 
Blanch! . ; 


Enter BARBARA. 


Barb. May I come in, good your worſhip? 
Mint. Aye, marry, that thou may'ſt, pretty one. 
— Well, ng many things have declined, ſince 
[ was a boy, female beauty keeps its rank ſtill. I 
do think there be more pretty women now than. 
there were in Queen Elizabeth's reign. 
Sam ſ. Fleſh ! this is our Barbara. (aſide. 
Mint. Well, and what wouldſt have, ſweet one, 
with old Adam -Eh ! by St. Thomas, why 
thou art ſhe I have ſeen, ere now, with Wilford. 
Barb. Beſeech you, teil me where he is, Sir. 
int. Alas, child, he's gone—flown! Eh? 
what—why, art not well, child? | 
Barb, Nothing, Sir I only——1 hoped 
he would have called at our cottage, ere. he quit- 
ted the foreſt. Is there no hope that he may come 
back, Sir? | | 
Hint. None, truly, except force bring him back. 
Alas, child! the boy has turn'd out naught; and 
juſtice is dogging him at the heels. | 
Barb. What Wilford, Sir?—my poor—O, Sir, 
u heart is burſting ! 1 pray you, pardvn me. 
Had he paſs'd our cottage in his flight, I would 
dave ran out, and fellow'd him all the world over. 
int. To ſee what love will do! Juſt fo did 
Jane Blackthorn take on for me, when Sir Mar- 
Ls : maduke 
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maduke carried me to London, in the hard 
winter. 

Barb. Beſeech you, forgive me, Sir! I only 
came to make inquiry, for I had heard a ſtrange 
tale. I would not have my ſorrows make me 
troubleſome to. your worſhip. 

Wint. To me? poor wench ! nay, that thou art 
not. I truſt, child, I ne'er turn'd a deaf ear, yet, 
to the unfortunate. *T'1s man's office to liſten to 
tlie ſorrows of a woman, and do all he can to 
ſoothe them. Come, come, dry thy tears, 
chicken.  - 

Barb. I look'd to have been his wife ſhortly, 
Sir. He was as kind a youth And, I am ſure, 
he wanted not gratitude. I have heard him talk 
of you, as you were his father, Sir. 

int. Did he? Ah! poor lad. Well, he had 
good qualities; but, alas! he is now a reprobate 
Poor boy! To think, now, that he ſhould ſpeak 
kindly of the old man, behind his back ! 

Barb. Alas, this is the ſecond flight to bring 
unhappineſs to our poor family ! 

Mint. The ſecond! How do'ſt mean, wench? 

Barb. My brother, Sir, left our cottage ſudden- 
ly, yeſterday morning; and we have no tidings of 
him ſince. 

San ſ. Lo you, now, * he ſtands, to glad the 
hearts of his diſconſolate relations! Siſter Bar- 
bara, why doſt not know me ? 

Barb. Eh! No—Sure it can't=———PBrot.r 
Samſon ? 

Samſ. Mr. Samſon—Head ſerving-man to the 
Lady Helen, of the New Foreſt, 

Barb, O, the fortune! can it be | what gain'd 
thee ſo good a place, Samſon ? 

San 
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Samſ. Merit. I had no intereſt to back me. 
Mine is a rare caſe—lI was promoted on the ſcore 
of my virtues. 

IVint, Out upon thee ! thy knaveries have been 
the talk of the whole foreſt; and furniſh'd daily 
food for converſation. 

Sam/, Truly, then, converſation has fared bet- 
ter upon them than I. But my old character is 
laid aſide, with my old jerkin. I am now exalted. 

int. An I have any forecaſt, in deſtiny, friend, 
thou bidſt fair, one day, to be more exalted, — 
Ha! good ifaith! Come, you muſt to the kitchen, 
knave. I muſt thither myſelf, to give order for 
the day. | 

Barb, Muſt I return home, then, your worſhip, 
with no tidings? | 

int. Ah! heaven help me ! what havock doth 
wanton Cupid make with us all! Well, tarry about 
the houſe, wich thy brother; we may hear ſome- 
what, haply, anon. Take care of thy ſiſter knave ; 
and mark what I have ſaid to thee.—“ Thou 
bidſt fair one day to be more exalted.” Ha! well, 
it was exceeding pleafant, by St. Thomas! 

| (Exit. 
Samſ. Well, Barbara, and how fares father? 
Barb. He has done nought but chide, ſince you 


cilappear'd, Samſon. It has ſour'd him with us 


ail, 

Somſ. Well, I will call, ſoon, and ſet all even. 

barb, Will you, brother? 

Samſ J will. Bid him not be caſt down. I 
will protect the Rawbold family, 

Barb. Truly, brother, we are much in need of 
protection, | 

amſ. Do not fear, Lean upon my power. I 

am 
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am head of all the male domeſticks, at madam 
Helen's. 25 5 

Barb. O, the father ! of all! and how many be 
there, brother ? | | 

Samſ. Why, truly, not ſo many as there be at 
the Lodge, here, But I have a boy under me, to 
chop wood, and draw water. | 

Barb, The money we had from Sir Edward's 
bounty, is nearly gone, in payment of the debt our 
father owed. You know he had ſhortly been im- 
priſon'd, elſe. 

Samſ. My ſtock is ſomewhat low, too.—But, 
no matter. Keep a good heart. I am now a 
riſing man. I will make you all comfortable, 

Barb. Heaven bleſs you, Samſon ! 

Samſ. In three months, I look for a quarter's 
wages; and then Dick ſhall have a ſhirt, I muſt 
now take you roundly to taſk, 

Barb. Me, brother! 

Samſ. Aye, marry. You would throw your- 
ſelf away on this Wilford—who, as the. ſtory 
goes, is little better than the devil's own imp. 

Barb. O, brother! be not ſo uncharitable. 1] 
| know not what is againſt him, but he has not 
been heard yet. Conſider too—were all our ac- 
tions, at home, to be ſifted, I fear me, we might 
not eſcape blameleſs. 1 

Samſ. Aye, but he, it ſeems, is falling, and 
we are upon the riſe; and that makes all the dit- 
ference. Maſs! how gingerly men will ſift the 
faults of thoſe who are getting up hill in the 
world; and what a rough ſhake they give thoſe 
who are going downward | 

— I would not be one of thoſe ſiſters, bro- 
tner, 


Sam,. 
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Samſ. No, — warrant, now, thou wouldſt 
marry this vagabond. 

Barb. That I would, brother. He has cheer'd 
me in my diſtreſs, and I would ſooner die than 
leave him, now he is unfortunate. 
Samſ. Haſt thou no reſpect for the family? 
Thou wilt bring endleſs diſgrace on the name of 
Rawbold. Shame on you; to take away from 
our reputation, when we have ſo little 

Barb. I thought, brother, you would have 
ſewn more pity for your poor ſiſter. - 

Samſ. Tuſh! Love's a mere vapour. 

Barb, Ah! brother. 


DUET. 


SAMSON aud BARBARA. 
I. 


Barbara. : 
From break of the morning, were I with my love, 
I'd talk till the evening drew nigh; "2g 
And, when the day did cloſe, 
I'd ſing him to repoſe, 
And tune my love a lullaby. 


II. 
Samſon. 


om break of the morning, were J with my love, 
O! long ere the evening drew nigh, 
Her talk would make me doze, 
Till the mufick of my noſe 
Would play my love a lullaby. 


III. 


Barbara. 


Our children around us, I'd look on my love, 
5 Each moment in rapture would fly. 


Samſon. 


—— — — 
0 * 
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Samſon. 


But love is apt to pall, 
When the brats begin to ſquall, 
And a wife is ſcreaming lullaby, 


Both, From break of the morning. &c. [ Exeun, 


SCENE II. A Room in Sir EowarD Mor: 
MER's Lodge. 


MoxrTiMER and HELEN diſcover'd. 


Hel. Sooth, you look better now; indeed you do, 
Mort. Thou'rt a {ſweet flatterer ! 
Hel. Ne'er truſt me, then, 


I I do flatter. This is wilfulneſs.— 
Thou wilt be ſick, becauſe thou wilt be ſick, 


I'll laugh away this fancy, Mortimer. 

Mort. What couldſt thou do to laugh away 

my ſickneſs? 

Hel. Il mimick the phyſician—wiſe and dull 
With cane at noſe, and nod emphatical, 
Portentous in my filence ; feel your pulſe, 
With an owl's face, that ſhall exprets as much 
As Galen's head, cut out in wood, and gilt, 

Mort. And what wouldſt thou preſcribe ? 
Stuck over an apothecary's door. 

Hel. I would diſtil EY 
Each flower that laviſh happine(s produced, 
Through the world's paradiſe, ere Difobedience 
Scatter'd the ſceds of care; then mingle each, 
In one huge cup of comfort for thee. us 


To chace away thy dulneſs. Thou ſhouldſt wan- 


ton 7 
Upon the wings of Time, and mock his Wight. 
$ 
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As he ſail'd with thee tow'rd Eternity. 
I'd have each hour, each minute of thy life, 
A golden holiday; and ſhould a cloud 
Oercaſt thee, be it light as a goſſamer, 
That Helen might diverſe it with her breath, 
And talk thee into ſunihine ! \ 
Mort. Sweet, ſweet Helen ! | 
Death, ſoften'd with thy voice, might dull his 
ſting, 
And . his darts in balſam. Oh! my Helen, 
Theſe warnings which that griſly monarch ſends, 
Forerunners of his certain viſitation, — 
Of late are frequent with me. It ſhould ſeem 
| was not meant to live long. 8s 
Hel. Mortimer! 
My Mortimer! Vou— Oh! for heaven's ſake, 
Do not talk thus! You chill me. You are well; 
Very well. —You give way—Qh, Mortimer! 
| Baniſh theſe fantaſies. Think on poor Helen! 
Mort. Think on thee, Helen? 
Hel. Aye: but not think thus. 
You ſaid, my Mortimer, my voice could ſoothe, 
In the moſt trying ſtruggle. 
Mort. Said I ſo? 
Yet, Helen, when my fancy paints a death-bed, 
| ever place thee foremoſt in the ſcene, 
To make the picture touching. After man 
Is ſummon'd, and has made up his account, 
Oh! 'tis a bitter after-reck*ning, when 
His pallid lips receive the laſt, ſad kiſs, 
Fond, female anguith prints! Then, Helen, then, 
Ihen comes man's agony ! To leave the object 
He — in his heart, grief- ſtruck, and help- 
'- © } ph . 
To graſp her hand ; to fix his hollow eye 


Upon her face, and mark her mute deſpair, 


— —_ 


; 
{ 
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: 
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? 


E THE IRON CHEST; 


'Till the laſt flutter of his aching ſpirit 
Hurries him hence, for ever 
Hel. Oh! for pity | 
What have I done, that you——(&ur}s into tear: 
Mort. My Helen! 
Hel. I did not mean to weep. Oh, Mortimer, 
could not talk ſo cruelly to you ! 
J would not pain vou thus, for worlds! 
Mort. Nay, come ; 
I meant not this. I did not mean to ſay 
There's danger now ; but 'tis the privilege 
Of ſickneſs to be grave, and moralize- 
On that which ſickneſs brings. I prithee, now, 
Be comforted. Believe me, I mall mend. 
I feel I ſhall, already. | | 
Hel. Do you, Mortimer ? 
Do you, indeed, feel ſo? 
Mort. Indeed J do. 
Hel. I knew you would :I ſaid it. Did I not? 
I am fo glad! You muſt be cautious now.— 
I'll play the nurſe to-day—and then, to-morroy, ; 
You ſhall not brood at home, as you are wont, 
But we will ride together, through the foreſt. 
You muſt have exerciſe. Oh! I will make you 
Freth as the ſummer dew-drop, and as healthy 
As ruddy Labour, ſpringing bom his bed, 
To carol o'er the fallow ! 
Mort. Deareſt prattler ! 
Men would meet ſickneſs with a ſmiling welcome, 
Were all woo'd back to health thus prettily. 
Hel. I fee it in your looks, now, you are better. 
Mort. Scarce poſlible, ſo ſuddenly ! 
Hel. O, yes; 
There is no little movement of your face 
But I can mark, on the inſtant—'Tis my ſtudy. 
I have fo gazed upon it, that, I think, 


I can 


I 


can interpret ev*ry turn it has, 
And read your inmoſt ſoul. - 
Mort. What ? 
Helen. Mercy on me ! 
You change again. 
Mort. Twas nothing. Do not fear 
Theſe little ſhocks are uſual. —"Twill not laſt, 
Helen. Would you could ſhake them off! 
Mort. I would I could! 
Hel. Reſolve it, then; and the bare reſolution 
Will bring the remedy. Rally your fpirits ; 
| prithee, now, endeavour.— This young man, 
This boy—this Wilford he has been ungrateful ; 
But do not let his baſeneſs wear you thus. 
Ev'n let him go. 
Mort. I'll hunt him through the world! 
Hel. Why, look you there now! Pray be calm. 
Mort, Well, well; 
| am too boiſterous: 'Tis my unhappineſs 
To ſeem moſt harſh where I would ſhew moſt kind. 
The world has made me peeviſh. This ſame boy 
Has ſomewhat moved me. 
Hel. He's beneath your care. 
Seek him not now, to puniſh him. Poor wretch 
He carries that away, within his breaſt, 
Which will embitter all his life to come, 
And make him curſe the knowledge on't. 
Mort. The knowledge ! 
Has he then breathed . Carries within his 
breaſt! 
What does he know? 
Hel. His own ingratitude. 
Mort. O, very true. | 
Hel. Then leave him to his conſcience, 
It is a ſcorpion, ſent by Heaven itſelf, 
To fix on hidden crimes ; a flow, ſtill ſtream, 
| M 2 | Ot 
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Of moulten lead, kept dropping on the heart, 
To ſcald, and weigh it down. Believe me, loye, 
There is no earthly puniſhment ſo great, 
To ſcourge an evil act, as man's own conſcience, 
To tell him he is guilty. | 
Mort. Tis a hell! 
I pray you talk no more on't.—I am weak— — 
I did not ſleep laſt night. 
Helen. Would you ſleep now? 
Mort. No, Helen, no. I tire thy patient ſweet: 
neſs. aa 


4 Helen. Tire me! nay, that you do not. You 
* weget _. - 5 | 
1 How often I have ſat by you, and watch'd, 
Fanning the buſy ſummer-flies away, 


Leſt they ſhould break your ſlumbers. Who 
comes here ? | 


Enter WINTERTON, 


What Winterton ! How do'ſt thou, old acquain- 
tance? 
How do'ſt thou, Adam ? 
i in. Bleſs your goodneſs, well. 
Is my good maſter better ? 
Helen. Somewhat, Adam, 
Mint. Now, by our lady, I rejoice to hear it 
IJ have a meflage - 
Helen. O, no buſineſs now! | 
Wint, - ay, ſo I ſaid. Quoth I, his honour' 
IK; | 
Perilous ſick ! but the rogue preſs'd, aud preſs'; 
I could refuſe no longer. Out upon them! 
Ihe varlets know old Winterton's good nature. 
"Tis my weak fide. 
Helen. Who has thus importuned you ? 
in. Io ſay che truth, a moſt ill-favour'd 2 * 
ut 


- 
* 


ut 


A PLAY. 85 


But he will ſpeak to none but to his worſhip, 
| think *ris foreſt buſineſs. 
Mort. O, not now: 
Another time to- morrow—- when he will. 
[ am unfit. —They teaſe me! | 
int. En'n as you pleaſe, your worſhip. I 
ſhould think, 
From what he dropt, he can give ſome account 
Of the poor boy. 
Mort. Of Wilford ! 
Mint. Troth, I think ſo. 
The knave is ſhy ; but Adam has a head: 
Mort. Quick; fend him hither on the inſtant! 
Haſte ! 
Fly, Adam, fly ! 
Wint, Well now, it glads my heart 
To hear you ſpeak fo briſkly. 
Mort. Well, deſpatch ! 
I int. Igo. Heaven bleſs you both! Haven 
ſend you well, 


And merry days may come again. ( Exit. 
Hel. 1 fear, this buſineſs may diſtract you, Mor- 
timer : 


I would you would defer it, till to-morrow. 
Mort. Not fo, ſweet. Do not fear. I prithee, 
now, | 
Let me have way in this. Retire awhile. 
Aron I'll come to thee. 
[lel. Pray now, be careful. 
I diead theſe agitations. Pray, keep calm. 
Now do not tarry long. Adicu, my Mortimer! 
Mort. Farewel, awhile, ſweet! 
le. Since it muſt be ſo— 
Farewel ! Exit Helen. 
Mert. Dear, ſimple innocence! thy words of 
caintort 
Pour 
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Pour oil upon my fires. Methought her eye, 

When firſt ſhe ſpaice of conſcience, ſhot a glance 

Like her dead uncle on me. Well, for Wilford! 
That flave can play the Parthian with my fame, 

And wound it while he flies. Bring him before me, 

Place me the runagate within my gripe, 

And I will plant my honour on its baſe, 

Firmer than adamant, tho” hell and death 
Should moat the work with blood! Oh, how 

| will fia | 

Engender fin ! Throw guilt upon the ſoul, 

And, like a rock daſh'd on the troubled lake, 

"Twill form its circles, round ſucceeding round, 

Each wider than the 


Enter OksoR. 


How now! What's your buſineſs? 
Or/. Part with your office in the foreſl; part 
Concerns yourſelf in private. q 
Mort. How mylelf? : 
Or. Touching a ſervant of vour houſe; a lad, 
"Whole heels, I find, were nimbler than his duty. 
Mort. Speak; what of him? Quick Kno 
you where he is? 
Canſt bring me to him? 
Or/. To the very ſpot. 
Mort. Do it. 
Or/. Nay, ſoftly. 
Mert. I'll reward you—amply— 
Enſure your fortunes. 
Or. Firſt enſure my neck. 
'T'will do me little good elſe. I've no heirs; 
And, when I die, 'tis like the law will bury me, 
At its own charge. 


Mort. Be brief, and to your purpoſe, 
| 070 


5 


A PLAY. 87 


Or/. Then, to the buſineſs which concerns your 
office, 
Here, in the foreſt, 
Mort. Nay, of that anon. 
Firſt of my ſervant. 
Or/. Well, ev'n as you pleaſe. 
'Tis no rare thing Let publick duty wait, 
Jill private intereſts are ſettled. But 
My ſtory is a chain. Take all together, 
'Twill not unlink. 
Mort. Be quick then. While we talk, 
This ſlave eſcapes me. > 
Or/. Little = of that. 
He's in no plight to journey far to-day. 
Mort, Where is he id ? 
Or/. Hard by ; with robbers. 
Mort. Robbers !— 
Well, I'm glad on't. T will ſuit my purpeſe beſt. 
| | (a/iae, 
— What, has he turn'd to plunder ? 

Ur/, No; not ſo. . | 3 
Plunder has turn'd to-him. He was knock'd down, 
Laſt night, here in the foreſt, flat and ſprawling ; 
And the milk-hearted captain of our gang 
Has ſhelrer'd him. | 

Mort. It ſeems, then, thou'rt a thief? 

%, 1 ſerved in the profeſſion : But, laſt night, 
The ſcurvy rogues caſhier'd me, *Twas a plot, 
To ruin a poor fellow in his calling, 

And take away my means of getting bread, 
| come, now, 1n revenge. I'll hang my comrades, 
In cluſters, on the foreſts oaks, like acorns. 

Mort. Where lyes their haunt ? 

Ur/. Give me your honour, firſt——— 

Mert. I pledge it, for your ſafety. 


05 
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Or/. Send your cflicers 
To the old abbey ruins; you will find 
As bold a gang as e'er infeſted woods, 
And fatre;'d upon pillage. 

Mort. What, ſo near me! 
In ſome. few minutes, then, he's mine! Ho! 

W interton | | 
Now for his lurking place! Hope dawns again. 
Remain you here! 1 may have work for you, 
(20 Orfor, 

O! I will weave a web fo intricate, ' | 
For this baſe inſect! ſo entangle him 


VM hy, Winterton! Thou jewel, Reputation! 


Let me ſecure thee, bright and ſpotleſs, now, 
And this weak, care-worn body's diſſolution, 
Will cheaply pay the purchaſe ! Winterton ! 
| Exit, 
Or. There may be danger in my ſtay 1 [ 
will e'en ſlink off, in the confuſion I have raised. 
I value not the reward, I hang my comrades, and 
that ſhall content me, | (Exit, 


A Hall in the Lodge. 


Enter FiTZHARDING. 


Fitz. Rare ſcuttling tow'rd ! This lodge is lit- 
tle Babel : 

And Spleen and Sickneſs are the houſehold gods, 
In this, my brother's, caſtle of confuſion. 
The hue and cry is up! I am half tempted 
To wiſh the game too nimble for the dogs, 
] hat hunt him at the heels. Difhoneſt! Well, 
I'll ne'er truſt looks again. His face hangs out 
A goodly ſign; but all within, it ſeems, 
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Is dirty rooms, ſtale eggs, prick'd wine, ſour beer, 
Rank bacon, muſty beef, and tallow candles. 

I' be deceived no more.— I'll mix with none, 

In future, but the ugly: honeſt men, 

Who can out- grin a Griffin; or the head 

Carved on the prow of the good ſhip the Gorgon. 
I'm for carbuncled, weather-beaten faces, 

That frighten little children, and might ſerve 

For knockers to hall- gates. - NoW—who are you? 


Enter SAMSON. 


Sam. Head ſerving- man to madam Helen, Sir, 
Fitz. Well, I may talk to thee; for thou doſt 
anſwer | 
To the deſcription of the ſort of men 
[ have reſolved to live with. 
Sam. I am proud, Sir, 
To find I have your countenance, 
Fitz, Can'ſt tell me 
The news of Wilford? 
Sam. He is turn'd a rogue, Sir. 
An errant knave, Sir. Tis a rare thing, now, 
To find an honeſt ſervant: - We are ſcarce, 
Fitz, Where lyes the Abbey, where they go ta 
ſeek him ? 
Doſt know it ? 
fam. Marry, de I; in the dark. 
| have ſtood near it, many a time, in winter, 
To watch the hares, by moonlight, 
Fitz. A cold paſtime ! | 
Sam, Aye, Sir; 'twas killing work. I've left 
it off, 
Titz. Think you they will be back ſoon ? 
Sam. On the inſtant: 
It is hard by, Sir.—Hark ! I hear their horſes. 
They are return'd, I warrant. | 
| N Fitz, 
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Fitz. Run you, fellow, — 
If Wilford's taken, ſend him here, to me. 
Sam. Why he's a rogue, Sir. Would your 
worſhip ſtoop 
To parley with a rogue! 
Fitz. Friend, I will ſtoop 
To prop a ſinking man, that's call'd a rogue, 
And count him innocent, till he's found guilty, 
J learn'd it from our Engliſh laws; where Mercy 
Models the weights that fill the ſcales of Juſtice; 
And Charity, when Wiſdom gives her ſentence, 
Stands by to prompt her. Till detection comes, 
I fide with the accuſed, | 
Sam. Would I had known 
Your worſhip ſooner. You're a friend, indeed! 
All undiſcover'd rogues are bound to pray for 
you : 
—S$So, Heaven bleſs yau ! 
Fitz. Well, well—buſtle ; ſtir ;—— 
Do as I bid thee. | 
Sam. Aye Sir. —I ſhall lean 
Upon your worſhip in my time of need. 
Heaven reward you Here's a friend to make! 
„ 
Fitz. T have a kind of movement, aa for 
Wilford, 
I cannot conquer, What can be this charge 
Sir Edward brings againſt him ? Should the boy 
Prove guilty !—well; why ſhould I pity guilt? 
Philoſophers would call me driv'ler.— Let them. 
Whip a deſerter, and Philoſophy 
Sands by, and ſays he merits it. That's true :— 
But wherefore ſhould Philoſophy take ſnuff, 
When the poor culprit writhes? A plague on 
Stoicks ! | | 
I cannot hoop my heart about with iron, 11 
a ke 


. 


ke 


Like an old beer- butt. I would have the veſſel 
What ſome call weak: — I'd have it ooze a little. 
Better compaſſion ſhould be ſet abroach, 
"Till it run waſte, then let a ſyſtem- monger 
Bung it with Logick; or a trencher cap 

Bawl out his ethics on it, 'till his thunder 

Turns all the liquor ſour.—So! Here he comes! 


Enter W1LFORD. 


IH. 1 am inform'd it is your pleaſure, Sir, 
To ſpeak with me. 
Fitz. Aye, Wilford, I am forry— © 
Faith, very forry,—you and I meet thus. 
How could you quit my brother thus abruptly? 
Was he unkind to you? * x 
Wilf. Moſt bountiful. 


He made me all I am. The poor can number 


His virtues thick as ſtars. I owe him, Sir, 
A world of gratitude: | 
Fitz. Tis a new mode 
Of payment you have taken. Wherefore fly? 
ig. T was unfit to ſerve him, Sir. 
Fitz, Unfit! 
WWilf. J was unhappy, Sir. I fled a houſe 
Where certain miſery awaited me, 
While I was doom'd to dwell in't. 
Fitz. Miſery! ! | 
What was this certain miſery ? 
Hilf. Your pardon,— E 
| never will divulge. 
Filz. Indeed! 
Wilf. No, never. 
Pray do not preſs me. All that I can ſay 
ls, that I have a ſtrong, and rooted reaſon, 
Which has reſolved me. Twere impoſſible 
| ſhould be tranquil here. I fel it, Sir, 
N 2 A duty 
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A duty to myſelf to quit this roof. 
Fitz. Harkye, young man. This ſmacks of 
myſtery ; 
And now looks foully. T ruth, and Innocence, 
Walk round the world in native nakedneſs; 
But Gvilt is cloak'd. 
lf. Whate er the prejudice 
My conduct conjures up, I muſt ſubmit. 
Fitz. 'T were better now you conjured up your 
friends : 
For I muſt tell you No there is no need. 
You learn'd it, doubtleſs, on the way, and know 
The danger you, now, ſtand in- 
Wilf. Danger, Str ! 
What? How? I have learn'd Ar Sir; my 
uides | 
Drag'd me in filence hither. 
Fitz. Then cis fit 
put you on your guard. It grieves me, Wilford, 
Jo fay there is a heavy charge againſt you, 
Which, as I gather, may affect your life. 
Wilf. Mine -O, good Heaven! 
Fitz. Pray be calm :—for, ſoon, 
Here, in the face of all his family, 
My brother will accuſe you, 
Wilf. He !— What, He! 
He accuſe me! O monſtrous ! O, look down 
You who can read men's: hearts A charge 
againſt me! 
Ha, ha! I'm innocent! I'm innocent! ( much 
agitated.) 
Fitz. Collect your firmneſs. You will need it 
all. 
IVilf. I ſhall, indeed! I pray you tell me, din 
What is the charge? 


Fitz 
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Fitz. I do not know it's purport. 
would not hear on't: for on my voice reſts 
The iſſue of this bufineſs ;—and a judge 
Should come unbiaſs'd ro his office. Wilford, 
Were twenty brothers waiting my award, 
You ſhould have even, and impartial juſtice. 
Wilf. O, you are juſt! I would all men were fof 
Fitz, I hope moſt men are fo. Rally your 
thoughts. 1 
When you are call'd upon, if Truth will ſerve 
you, 
Sketch out your ſtory with her chaſte, bold pencil: 
If Truth ſhould fail you, Wilford, even take 
The faireſt colours human art can mix, 
To give a glow to plauſibility. 
'Tis ſelf-defence ; and 'tis allow'd, when man 
Moſt battle it, with all the world againſt him. 
—— Heaven bleſs you, boy !—that is, I mean 
' pſhaw! plague! 7 ON 
Farewell! and may you proſper! (Exit. 
Wilf. Then, all my youthful hopes are blighted 
in the bud! The breath of my powerful perſecu- 
tor will wicher them. Let me recall my actions. 
—My breaſt is unclog'd with crime. This charge 
is to be open z—in the eye of the world; of the 
laws.—Then, why ſhould I fear? I am native 
of a happy foil where juſtice guards equally the 
life of its pooreſt and richeſt inhabitant. Let 
him inflict his menaces upon me, in, ſecret; Let 
him torture my mind and body; he. ſhall not, 
cannot, touch my good name. 


Zuter 


' 
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Enter BARBARA. 


Barb, O, Wilford ! (falls on his neck.) 

WWilf. Barbara! at ſuch a time, too! 

Barb. To be brought back, thus, Wilford! 
and to go away without ſeeing me; without 
thinking of me ! 

Milf. It was not ſo.—lI was haſtening to your 
cottage, Barbara, when a ruthan, in the foreſt, 
encounter'd and wounded me. 

Barb. Wounded you! 

Will. Be not alarm'd. Tis not, as I thought 
yeſternight, of moment. One of his party took. 
me to the Abbey ruins, and gave me timely ſuc- 
cour, 

Barb. And, was it ſo! was it indeed fo, Wil- 
ford ? 

Wilf. Aye, Barbara. When I was drag'd hi- 
ther, the whole troop eſcaped, or they had 
vouch'd for the truth on't. | 
Barb, I would they had not eſcaped, For al 
here ſay that you had fled to join them. 
if. What! join with robbers ! what next 
ſhall I be charged with! 5 
Barb. Bethink vou, Wilford—the time is ſhort: 
I know your heart is good ; but | 
if. But what? Can you ſuſpect it, too, 

Barbara! 11 
Barb. Ol mine is ſo link'd with it, that! 
would follow you through beggary, through ptr 
ſons, Wilford. 

Wilf. Priſons! The found, now, makes me 
ſhudder ! 


Barb, If in a haſty moment you have on 
| ought 


Ie 


e 
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ought to wrong Sir Edward, throw yourſelf on 
his mercy ;—lſue for pardon. 
IWVilf. For pardon!—I ſhall go mad! Pardon! 
am innocent, —Heaven knows I am innocent. 
Barb. Heaven be thank'd—The family is all 
ſummon'd. O, Wilford ! my ſpirits fink within 


me. | 

Milf. {afide) I am, now, but a ſorry com- 
ſorter. Come, Barbara; be tranquil. ou ſee 
| am ſo, Dont — dont you, Barbara? (agitated) 


Enter a SERVANT. 


— 


Serv. You muſt attend in the next room, 

Milf. What, Walter, is it you? Pray tell me 
— 

Serd. Do not queſtion me. I hold no dif 
courſe with any of your ſtamp. | 

il. Your tone is ſtrangely changed on the 
ſudden. What have I done? 

&rv. You are going to be tried. That's 
enongh for me. 

if. | might rather claim your pity on that 
(core, Walter. 

Gferv. What, pity a man that's going to be tri- 
©)? O, monſtrous ! 

Hilf. Well, fare you well. I will not upbraid 
you, Walter. You have many in the world to 
countenance vou. Blacken well your neighbour, 
aud nine in ten are in haſte to cry ſhame upon 
tim, ere he has time, or opportunity, to wipe 
off the accuſation, I follow you. 

Serv. Do fo. (Exit. 

Barb. O, Wilford! | 

I ilf. Be of good cheer. I go arm'd in honelly 
Barbara. I can bear every thing. Every thing, 


we making you the partner of my misfortunes. 


That 
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T hat Barbara I am ſure you love me 
that would give me a pang which would 
Farewell! PR Exit 
Barb. Alas! I tremble for his ſafety ! fhould 
they tear him from me! 


SONG. 


BARBARA. 


Down by the river there grows a green willow; 
Sing all for my true love! my true love, O! 
I'Il weep out the night there, the bank for my pillow; 
And all for my true love, my true love, O! 
When bleak blows the wind, and tempeſts are beating, 
I'll count all the clouds, as I mark them retreating, 
For true lovers joys, well a-day! are as fleeting. 
Sing, O for my true love, &c, 
Maids come, in pity, when I am departed! 
Sing all for my true love, &c. 
When dead, on the bank, I am found broken-hearted, 
And all for my true love, &c. 
Make me a grave, all while the wind's blowing, 
Claſe to the ſtream, where my tears once were flowing, 
And over my corſe keep the green willow growing. 
Tis all for my true love, &c, 


(Exit, 
An Apartment in the Lodge. 


FritznarniNG, WiILFORD, end various domeſtichs, 
diſcover'd. — To them enter ADAM WINTERTON. 


Fitz, Is not Sir Edward coming, Adam? 
Aut. Aye, Sir.— 
But he is grievous ill. —Since Wilford came, 
He had another fit—But he'll be here. 
Ah, boy! that I ſhould live to ſee this day! 
I have a merry heart no longer, now. 
IVilf. Good man! you have been ever kind to 


nic, 
: Wit, 
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ut. Heav'n ſend you may prove honeſt! 
_ Heaven ſend it! | 
Here comes Sir Edward. Would that I had 
died 
Two reigns ago ! 


Enter Sir EDwarD MORTIMER, 


Fitz, Now, brother.—Y ou look pale, 
And faint with fickneſs. 
I/int. Here's a chair, your worſhip. 
Mort. No matter. — To our buſineſs; brother. 
Wilford, | 
You may well gueſs the ſtruggle I endure 
To place you here the mark of accuſation. 
gave you ample warning: Caution'd you, 
When many might have ſcourged: and, even now, 
While I ſtand here to cruſh you,—aye, to cruth 
YOu,— 
My heart bleeds drops of pity for your youth, 
Whoſe raſhneſs plucks the red deſtruction down, 
And pulls the bolt upon you. 
If. Y ou know beſt SE. 
The movements of your heaft, fir. Man 1s blind, 
And cannot read them: but there is a Judge, 
To whole all- ſeeing eye our inmoſt thoughts 
Lve open. Think to him you, now, appeal.— 
Omniicience keeps Heaven's regiſter; 
And, ſoon or late, when Time unfolds the book, 
Cur trembling ſouls muſt anſwer to the record, 
And meet their due reward, or puniſhment, 
Fitz, Now, to the point, I pray you. 
Mort. Thus it is, then. 
| do ſuſpect By heaven, the ſtory lingers, 
Like poiſon, on my tongue, —but he will force 
1t— 


O Fitz 
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Fitz. What is it you ſuſpeA? 
7 That he has rob'd me. 
Wilf. Rob'd! I! O, horrible! 
Fiz. Not yet—not yet. 
Pray tell me brother—l will be impartial ;— 
But I am ſomewhat moved.—Pray tell me, bro- 
ther, 
How ground you this ſuſpicion ? 
Mort. Briefly, thus. 
You may have noticed, in my library, 
A cheſt (Iiford farts }—You ſee he changes at 
the word. 
WF. And well I may ! ( aſide, 
Mort. Where I have told you, brother, 
The writings which concern our family, 
With jewels, c caſh, and other articles, 
Of no mean value, were depoſited. 
Fitz. You oftentimes have ſaid ſo. 
Mort. Yeſterday, 
Chance call'd me, ſuddenly, away; I left 
The key in't—but as ſuddenly return d; 
And found this Wilford, this young man, whoſe 
ſtate, 
Whoſe orphan ſlate, met pity in my houſe, 
Till pity grew to friendſhip, —him | found, 
Fix'd oer the cheſt, upon his knees, intent, 
As, now, I think, on plunder; tinging theft 
Sell blacker with ingratitude; and rifling 
The eaſy fool who ſhelter'd him. Confuſion 
Shook his young joints, as he let fall the lid, 
And gave me back the key. 
Fitz. Did you not ſearch 
Your papers on the inſtant ? 
Mort. No :—for, firſt, 
(Habit ſo long had fix' d my confidence) 
1 deem'd it boyiſh N — 


But 
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But told him this would meet my further queſtion: 
And, at that moment, came a ſervant in, | 
To ſay you were arrived. He muſt have mark'd 
Our mix'd emotion. | 
Fitz, Is that ſervant here? 
Serv. Twas I, Sir. 
Mort. Was it you? Well, ſaw you ought 
To challenge your attention? 
Serv. Sir, 1 did. | 
Wilford was pale, and trembling; and our maſter 
Gave him a look as it *twould pierce him through; 
And cried, Remember.“ —Then he trembled 
more, 
And we both quitted him. 
Mort. When firſt we met, 
You found me ſomewhat ruffled, 
Fitz. Tis moſt true. 
Mort. But ſomewhat more when, afterwards, 
I ſaw 
Wilford converſing with you—like a ſnake, 
Sun'd by your looks, and baſking in your favour, 
bade him quit the room, with indignation, 
And wait my coming in the library. 
Fitz. I witneſs'd that, with wonder. 
Mort. O, good brother ! 
You little thought, while you fo gently ſchool'd 
me, 
lu the full flow of your benevolence, 
For my harſh bearing tow'rd him, on what 
: ground | 
[hat harſhneſs reſted. I had made my ſearch, 
In the brief interval of abſence from you, 
And found my property had vaniſh'd. 
Hitz, Well 
Tou met him in the library ? 
O 2 Mort. 
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Mort. O never 

Can he forget that ſolemn interview. 

Miß. Aye, ſpeak to that —it was a ſolemn i in- 
terview. 

Mort. Obſerve, he does acknowledge that v we 
met. 

Guilt was my theme: —he cannot, now deny it. 
Wilf. It was a theme of No. (checking himſelf, 
Mort. He pleaded innocence: 

While every word he ſpake belied his features, 

And mock'd his proteſtation. I reſtrain'd 

The chaſtiſement he fear'd ; nor wou'd I blazon 

The wrong I could not fix; and ſubject, thus, 

By general inquiry, all the guiltlefs 

Jo foul ſuſpicion. That ſuſpicion lay 

Moſt heavily on him ; but the big cloud 

Of anger he had gather d burſt not on him, 

In vengeance, too 'erwhelm him : chill it dropt, 

But kindly, as the dew, in admonition; 

Like tears of fathers o'er a wayward child, 

When love enforces them to ruggedneſs. 

Fiz. What ſaid you to him? 

Mort. Regulate your life, 

In future, better. I, now, ſpare your youth, 

« But dare not to proceed. All I exact, 

Lis a ſoft penance)—that you tarry here; 

„My eye your guard, my houſe your gente 

priſon, 

„% My bounty be your chains, Attempt not 

flight ; 

* Flight ripens all my donbt to certainty, 

« And juſtice to the world unlocks my tongue. 

He fled, and I arraign him. 

Fitz. Truſt me, brother, 
This charge is ſtaggering, Yet accidents 


Some 


s 4 


— 
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Sometimes combine to caſt a ſhade of doubt 
Upon the innocent. May it be ſo here! 
Here is his trunk: twas brought here at my 
order. 
'Tis fit that it be ſearch'd. 
Mort. O, that were needleſs. 
He were a ſhallow villain that would truſt 
His freight of plunder to fo frail a bottom. 
School- boys, who ſtrip the orchard of its fruit, 
Conceal their thievery better. 

Fitz. Yet 'tis found, | q 
Such negligence is often link'd with ent... = 
—Take note—l ſay not yet that he is guilty; i 
But I ſcarce heard of crafty villain, yet, | 
Who did not make ſome blot in his foul game, 

That lookers-on have thought him blind, and 
mad, 
as fo palpable. — Lis rarcly otherwiſe : 
12 en's hand is in it, brother: Providence 
Marks guilt, as 'twere, with a ſatuity. 
Adam, do you inſpect it. ( to Winterton. 

JVilf. Here's the key 
Ken take it, freely.— You'll find little there 
value; fave a locket, which my mother 
Gave me upon her death- bed ; and ſhe added 
[ler bleſſing to't. Perhaps, her ſpirit n now 
Is grieving for my injuries. 

WWint. (after opening the trunk}. O, mercy ! 

Fitz. How now ? What's there ? 

Int. As Pm a wretched man, 

The very watch my good old maſter wore : 


And, here, my lady's jewels ! 


if. Jam innocent. 
juſt Heaven hear me! 
Fitz, | muſt hear you, now. 
What can you fay?—Oh! Wilford. 
Nil. 
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2 Give me breath. 
Let me collect myſelf. Firſt this. fails on his 


knees } 
May ſleep 
Ne'er cloſe my burning eyes; may conſcience 
gnaw me; 


May engines wrench my entrails from their ſeat; 
And whirl them to the winds before my face, 
If I know aught of this! 

Fitz. Make it appear {o.— But look there; look 

there! (pointing lo the trunk, 

Wil. Heap circumſtance upon me; multiply 
Charge upon charge; pile ſeeming fact on fact; 
Still I maintain my innocence. . Look at me; 
Are theſe the throes of guilt? Are theſe conyul- 

ons 
Of a poor, helpleſs, friendleſs, wretched boy, 
The ſtruggles of a villain One thing more: 
I here aver it—to his face aver it 
He knows—Yes, he—Yes, my accuſer knows, 
I merit not his charge. 
(a general expreſſion of indignation) 
Wint, O! fie on't, fie! 
Fitz. Wilford, take heed! A baſe attempt to 
blacken 
An injured matter, will but plunge you deeper, 

Mil. I know what I am doing. I repeat it: 
Will die repeating it. Sir Edward Mortimer 
Is conſcious of my innocence. 

Mort. Proceed 
Look at theſe proofs, and talk. —Unhappy boy, 
Thy tongue can do me little miſchief, now. 

Wilf. Do you not know 

Mort. What? 

Milf. Tis no matter, ſir. 
But I could [wear: 
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Mort. Nay, Wilford, pauſe a while. 
Refle& that oaths are ſacred. Weigh the force 
Of theſe aſſeverations. Mark it well. 
[ fwear, by all the ties that bind a man, 
Divine or human! Think on that, and ſhudder, 
Hilf. The very words I utter'd ! J am tongue- 
tied. (aſide.) 
Fitz. Wilford, if there be aught that you can 
urge, 
To clear yourſelf, advance it. 
Wilf. O, I could ! 4 
could ſay much, but muſt not. No, I will not. 
Do as you pleaſe, —I have no friend no witneſs, 
Save my accuſer. Did he not- pray aſk him 
Did he not vaunt his wiles could ruin me? 
Did he not menace, in his pride of power, 
Jo blaſt my name, and cruſh my innocence ? 
Fitz, What do you anſwer, Sir ? 
Mort. J anſwer —No.— 
More were ſuperfluous, when a criminal 
Oppoſes empty volubility 
o circumſtantial charge. A ſtedfaſt brow 
Repels not fact, nor can invalidate 
Theſe dumb, but damning, witneſſes, before him. 
(pointing to the trunk.) 
IViif. By the juſt Pow'er that rules us, I am 
ignorant F 
How they came there but *tis my firm belief, 
You placed them there, to fink me. 
(itz, O, too much! 
You ſteel men's hearts againſt you! Death and 


ſhame ! 
I; rouſes honeſt choler, Call the officers. — 
Lic ſhall meet puniſhment. (Servants going.) 


Mort, 
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Mort. Hold ! pray you, hold. 
Juſtice has, thus far, ſtruggled with my pix, 
To do an act of duty to the world. 
I would unmaſk a hypocrite; lay bare 
The front of guilt, that men may ſee, and ſhun it: 
*T 1s done—and I will, now, proceed no further. 
I would not hurt the ſerpent, but to make 
The ſerpent hurtleſs. He has loſt his ſting, 
Let him depart, and freely. * 
Ditz. Look ye, brother. 
This ſhall not be.— Had he proved innocent, 
My friendſhip had been doubled; you well know 
I have been partial to him but this act 
Is fo begrimed with black, ungrateful malice, 
That I infiſt on juſtice, Fly, knaves! run, 
And let him be ſecured. | Exenunt ſervants.) You 
tarry here. (to Wilford.) 
Mort. I will not have it thus. 
Fitz. You muſt—You ſhall— 
*Tis weak elle. Oons! I truſt I have as much 
Of good, ſtraight forward pity, as may ſerve; 
But, to turn dove—to fit ſtill, and be peck'd at, 
It is too tame. His inſolence tops all! 
Does not this rouſe you, too ?—Look on theſe 
Jewels. | 
Look at this picture.— Twas our mother's : Star, 
Let me inſpect this nearer, What are here? 
Parchments (inſpecting the trunk.) 
Mort. O, look no further They are deeds, 
Which, in his haſte, no doubt, he crowded there, 
Not knowing what—to look o'er at his leiſure— 
Family decds— They all were in my cheſt. 
Wilf. O, tis deep laid !-— Theſe, too, to 2h 
colour Vo . 
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Fitz. What have we here? I have your leave, 
good brother, | 
As arbiter in this. Here is a paper 

Of curious enfolding—ſlipt, as twere 

By chance, within another. This may be 


Of note upon his trial. Whatẽs this drops? 
A kaife, it ſeems | | | 
Mort. What! ( Karting.) 


Filz. Marks of blood upon it. 
Mort, Touch it not. Throw it back !—bury 
it—ſink it! 25 
Oh, careleſſneſs and haſte ! Give me that paper. 
Darkneſs and hell Give back the paper. 


[MorRTIMER attempts to ſnatch it; WIL rORD 
runs between the two brothers, falls on his 

. knees, and prevents him, holding F1iTZHARD- 
ING, | 


Milf. (rapidly) No. 
cel ſee !—Preſerve it. You are judge! 
My innocence, my life, reſts on it! 

Mort, Devils, 
Foil me at my own game !—Fate !—Ha, ha, ha! 
Sport, Lucifer! He ſtruck me——— 


[MorTIMER 7s fainting, and falling; Wil- 
FORD runs and catches him.] 


Wilf. I'll ſupport him, — 
Read! read! read! 
Fitz. What is this? My mind miſgives me! 
It is my brother's hand !—To die before me 
What can this mean? reads. | 
Narrative of my murder of ——Oh, great Heav'n! 
lf by ſome chance my guilt ſhould be diſcloſed, 
P cc May 
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cc May this contribute to redeem the wreck 

« Of my loſt honour !' — am horror-ſtruck ! 
Wilf. Plain, plain! Stay | he reviyes. 
Mort. What has been ſoft ! | 

I have been wand' 'ring with the damn'd, ſure.— 


Brother 
And—aye—- tis Wilford, Oh! thought flaſhes 
= aan me | 
Like Lightning, I am brain-ſcorch'd. Give me 
leave. 


I will ſpeak—Soon I will a little yet 
Come hither, boy.— Wrong'd boy! O Wilford, 
Wilford! 
(Zurſts into tears, and falls on Wilford's neck.) 
Wil. Be firm, Sir; pray be firm! my heart 
| | bleeds for vou 
Warms for you! Oh! all your former charity 
To your poor boy, is in my mind. — Still, ſtill, 
I lee my benefactor. 
Mort. Well, I will- _ 
I will be firm. One ſtruggle, and 'tis over. 
I have molt foully wrong'd you! Ere I die 
And I fecl death-ſtruck—ler me haſte to make 
Atonement.— Brother, note. The jewels, 
Yes, and that a e . and accident 
Ordain'd it fo lere placed Curſe on my fleſh, 
To tiemble thus! eie placed there by iny hand. 
Fitz. O, mercy on me 
| Afort. More. I fear'd this boy; 
He knew my ſecret; and I blacken'd him, 
That, ſhould he e er divulge the fatal ſtory, 
His word might meet no credit. Infamy 
Will brand my mem'ry for't: Poſterity, 
Whoſe breath I made my god, will keep my ſhame 


Greca in her damning record. Oh! 1 VP 
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I had a heart o'erflowing with good thoughts 

For all mankind ! One fatal, fatal turn, 

Has poiſon'd all! Where is my honour, now? 

To die To have my aſhes trampled on, 

By the proud foot of ſcorn | Polluted ! Hell 

Who dares to mock my guilt? Is't you—or you? 

—Wrack me that grinning fiend! Damnation! 

Who ſpits upon my grave? [I'll ſtab again 

'll-—Oh! (falls.) 
Fitz. This rives ray heart in twain, Why, 

brother, brother! — 
His looks are ghaſtly, 


Enter SERVANT, 


Serv. Sir, the officers. | 

Fitz. Away, knave! Send them hence—the 

boy is innocent. 

Serv. What, Wilford ? 

Fitz. Aye. Tell it your fellows. Hence!— 
You ſhall know more anon. Send in ſome help 
Your maſter's ill o' the ſudden. Send ſome help! 

(Exit Servant. 

IE, T were beſt to raiſe him, Sir. 

Fitz. Soft, who comes here ? 


Euler HELEN. 


Helen. Where is he? Ill! and on the ground! 
Oh, Mortimer! | | 
Oh, Heaven! my Mortimer. O, raife him,— 
Gently. 
Speak to me, love. He cannot! 
Mort. Helen—'T was ] that——— 
(be ſtruggles to ſpeak, but appears unable to . 
: eien. 
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Helen. Oh, he's convulſed! | 
Fitz. Say nothing. We muſt lead him to his 
chamber. 
Beſeech you to ſay nothing! Come, good lady, 
(FiTZHAaRDING and HLN lead MORTIMER out,) 


Enter BARBARA, on the oppeſite fide. 
Barb. O, Wilford! I have flown to you! You 


are innocent,—The whole houſe now has it, you 
are innocent, Thank Heaven! Speak; tell me 
Hou—how was it, dear, dear Wilford ? 

Wilf. I cannot tell you now, Barbara. Another 
time: But it is ſo.— I cannot ſpeak now, — 

Barb. Nor I, ſcarce, for joy. See! hither come 
your fellows, to greet you. I am fo happy! 

: 


Enter SzrvanTs, Sc. Cc. Sc. 


Servants, Joy! Wilford. 

Wilf. Peace, peace, I pray you. Our maſter 
is taken ill: So ill, my fellows, that I fear me, he 
ſtands in much danger. That you rejoice in my 
acquittal, I perceive, and thank you. Sir Ed- 
ward's b:other will explain further to you : I can- 
not, But believe this: - Heaven, to whole eye 
the dark movements of guilt are manifeſt, will 
ever watch over, and ſuccour the innocent, in theit 
extremity. Clamour not now your congratula- 
tions to me, I entreat you: Rather, let the flow, 
ſtill voice of gratitude be lifted up to Providence, 
for that care ſhe ever beſtows upon thoſe deſerving 


her protection | 
wy FINALE, 
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Where Gratitude ſhall breathe the note, | 
To white-robed Mercy's throne, 1 

Rid the mild ſtrain on æther float, 
A ſoft and dulcet tone. 


Sweet, ſweet and clear the accents raiſe, 
While mellow flutes ſhall ſwell the ſong of praiſe. 
Melody! Melody! 
A ſoft and dulcet melody ! 


Where fever droops his burning head ; 
Where fick men languiſh on their bed; FE 
Around let ev'ry accent be, 
Harmony ! Harmony ! 


A ſoft and dulcet harmony ! 


— — ——_———_—_ —_—_ << 
— ————_ 


THE END, TOO | 
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